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WHY  THIS  BOOK? 


Another  hymn  book  !  Is  there  any  reason  for  its  existence  ? 
Yes.  Some  hymns  wear  out.  While  that  process  is  going  on, 
other  hymns  are  produced.  From  time  to  time  books  must  be 
published,  embracing  those  hymns  that  do  not  wear  out,  and 
giving  those  that  are  coming  into  existence.  On  the  theory  of 
"  the  survival  of  the  fittest,"  some  will  appear  in  each  succeed- 
ing book.  The  others  will  drop  back.  The  singing  public 
will  select.     There  is  no  appeal  from  their  verdict. 

In  this  little  book  we  believe  will  be  found  more  hymns  that 
the  world  will  not  suffer  to  die,  and  more  new  hymns  that  de- 
serve trial  than  in  any  other  book  extant.  If  we  did  not  so  be- 
lieve we  would  not  publish.  In  our  opinion,  therefore,  it  is 
the  best  book  of  the  kind  fiozv  for  sale  in  Christendom.  Ten 
years  hereafter,  any  one  may  be  able  to  produce  one  more  ac- 
ceptable; perhaps  the  present  compilers  may.  We  have  not 
been  able  to  find  or  produce  a  better.  Trusting  that  this  col- 
lection may  minister  to  the  pleasure  and  profit  of  thousands, 
we  present  it,  in  the  name  of  our  Master,  trusting  we  have  His 
approval  I 

And,  "let  all  the  people  praise  Him." 


[  Most  of  the  Hymns  and  tunes  in  this  work  are  copyright  property,  and  can  only 
be  nsed  by  permission  first  obtained  from  the  Authors  or  Publishers,  j 


CORONATION   SONGS. 


No.  1. 

Eev.  E.  Pebbonkt,  1780. 


CORONATION.    C.  M. 


O.  HOLDEN,  1793. 


It    ■*     '      '      '    '    -      '      '     -r     ^     -^    -7^. 

1.  All  hail  the  power  of  Je-sus' name!  Let  an-gels  prostrate  fall: 

2.  Crown  him,  ye  mar-tyrs  of  our  God,  Who  from  the  Al  -  tar   call; 


a 


'« 1 1 — »~t»-M-  «-^  -# m — — ' 


Bring  forth  the  roj'-al    dia  -  a  -  flem.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of    all ; 
Ex  -    tol  the  stem  of    Jes-se's  rod.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of    all ; 


t=cS=f: 


M 


•  -{-#-• 0- 


'^-r-^ 


^' 


-CZJ 


Bring  forth  theroy-al  di  -  a-dem.  And  crown  Him  Lord     of    all. 
Ex  -  tol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod,  And  crown  Him  Lord      of    all. 


Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 
Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 

And  crown  him— Lord  of  all. 
4. 
Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 

And  crown  him— Lord  of  all. 


Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe 

On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  him— Lord  of  all. 
6. 
Oh  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

AVe  at  his  feet  may  fall; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 

And  crown  him— Lord  of  all. 

(3) 


iVb.  2. 

Chables  F.  Deems. 


OH,  TO  BE  READY. 


Theodoee  E.  Perkins, 


3— a-'— 9. — 0^0^0-J-0 — 0-0 — L^_«_l — 0 1Z3^ T — L*^ 

-*-  . 

1.  Oh    to  be   ready,     read-y,     Yielding- my    Saviour  my      all; 


D.c.  0/i,    to   be  ready,     read-y.    Yielding  my  tSaviour  my    all; 

Fine. 


Z--N- 


:|s=:^=^^ 


=:15: 


-^ 1 — i-T — *|— h*-^ 1 1-^ — •—     .  ^-Tl 


And  waiting,  withlovini^  patience,  For  the  Masters  gracious  call: 


^ 


azzG 


-bi'-t-t'      iP    W— r 


^«fZ  waitinrj,  with  loving  patience.  For  the  Master\s  gracious  call. 

,_,N Si.         N V ,.     . 1,^ V__h_*^__K__h   J !_ 

1  -it -0-i   -^1 — '-^ — *-T — ^ — I- — ^ — , — I N^ — 1-^ i*>-» — ^ 1 — ^h«i«-i;4 
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Sootliino;  the  poor  in  their  sorrow,  And  helping  the  rich  in  their  woe; 

b'-- ^ y — 1 ' y — ' — hs^»-s — U-hi — ^—* — s— * — • — B-hi — ! 1 

i^^— ^^-fc* — b* — g-y-F^-;*-^-f-Fy— g-^-p-^^-F^^H 


-^=4^^z:^|:^=:r:;=rF= 


5*-  • 


Z).  C./or  Chorus. 


-0-0--^       ■*■      •  &  "'v    1 


Seek-ing  to  find  new  treasures,  On  sufl'ering  Saints  to  be  -  siow. 

' 1 =^ 1 1 1 I , Lm V-4 1-J \-l R H 1 


2  Oh,  to  be  ready,  ready, 

Hidden  from  every  delight. 
And  hearing  no  voices  of  praises, 
While  toiling  alone  in  the  night; 
Lonely,  unmourned,  and  forsaken, 
And  cast  from  the  hearts  of  all  men ; 
Walking  the  fiery  furnace. 
Or  sleeping  with  beasts  in  their  den. 

(4) 


3  Oh,  to  be  read}',  readj', 

Following  the  lead  of  my  Lord; 
While  armed  with  salvation's  helmet, 

And  the  Spirit's  flaming  sword : 
Meeting  the  foe  with  high  courage, 

And  fighting  the  good  fight  of 
faith ; 
Shouting  in  triumph  while  djing, 

And  soaring  to  life  over  death. 
Copyright,  1879,  by  Theodore  E.  Perkins. 


LOVE  OF  JESUS. 


— 3_j-L^ — 0 — 0 ^ — ^_L€_ 


^a: 


-- 1- 


Theodore  E.  Perkins, 

-' — N— N-1 , 


•> 


;i±gf 


1.  There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of  Je-sus,  Never  to  fade  or  fall 

.#-pP — # — 0 0 — 0—r» ' — :&-*—  -^ — = = •-r-ffi" 


— ^— V- 


J^-.^— . 


Fine. 


0—^0— 0—0—0— :g— 7=^* *— *^i— i^ 


Till    in-to  tiiefold  of  thepeaceofGod,  llehasgather'd  us  all. 
D.s.  Oh,  turn  to  that  love,  weary  waiuVring- soul.  Jesus  pleadeth  for  thee. 


±±^~z 


:5=-S. 


(SI — #- 


-tr--t 


ii 


CHORUS. 

-4 


vf F-« ^ —  I    [-^ 1 1- 


^=1^*= 


-!!g-^ 


Je  -  sus'  love,  pre-cious  love,  Boundless  and  pure  and    free; 


azi: 


2  Tliere  is  no  heart  like  the  lieart  of  Jesus, 

Filled  with  a  tender  love; 
No  thro!)  nor  tlu'oe  that  our  hearts  can  know, 
But  He  feels  it  above.— Cho. 

3  There  is  no  eve  Hke  the  ej'e  of  Jesus, 

Piercing  so  far  away; 
Ne'er  out  of  tlie  sight  of  its  tender  light 
Can  the  wanderer  stray.— Cho. 

4  Tliere  is  no  voice  like  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Tender  and  sweet  its  chime, 
Like  musical  ring  of  the  flowing  spring 
lu  the  briglit  summer  time.— Cho. 

5  Oil,  let  us  hark  to  tlie  voice  of  Jesus, 

Oh,  may  we  never  roam. 
Till  safe  we  rest  on  His  loving-  breast. 
In  the  dear  heavenly  home.  — Cno. 

From  "  Songs  of  Salvatiun."  Ig  per. 


No.  4. 


Bev.  A.  B.  Emmo:sb 


TELL  ME  MORE  ABOUT  JESUS. 

A.  J.  Abbei,  by  per. 


1.  I  am  glad  that  I've  heard  a -bout  Je  -  sus 

2.  Oh,        yes,    I    will  trust  iu   dear  Je  -  sus, 

3.  0,  the  world  would  be  dark  without  Je  -  sus, 


so  kind,  A -bout 
my  king,  He  can 
so    fair,  And    our 


iS! 


m 


9^: 


— N     ^J-=i^ — ^ — ^1  ^^==    ^    ^      ^    ^==1 

— ^ m 9 M ^^ — — — 1 — f^f-N- — N  — N N 1\ — i— I 

-#•     -S-I-S-      '  -0-  .  -0-  -»■     -#•      -5-      ■0- 

T 7  y 

Je  -  sus,  the  Saviour     of     men,  Oh,  tell   me  the  sto  -  ry     of 

Bave  me,     a   child,  from  all  sin,      I    hear  him,  he  knocks  at  the 

life  would  1)6    dreary    and     sad,  But  lov-ing  this  Je-sus  who 
^     ^     ^     ^     ^  i—  I 


JfZL 


ICZfl 


-.-^ 


V— I 


his  wondrous  love.  Oil,  Tell 
door  of  my  heart,  Dear,  Je  - 
first  lov  -  ed    us.     Our    life 


me  that  sto  -  ry      a    -    gain, 
sus,    my  Sav  -  iour,  come      in. 
will    be  hap  -  py  and      glad. 


ifczy^fc 


i^lS 


CHOKUS. 

s     ^     ^    N 


I K 1 1 I 1 ^— 


— » — • • — r 

Tell   me  more  about     Je  -  sus   rav  Sav-iour,  mv  friend,  Tell  me 


"^ 


£:d 


(6) 


TELL  ME  MORE  ABOUT  JESUS.-aiscLUSEi). 


us,  ray  Saviour,   I  am  longing  to  hear  tbiat  sweet 

■*- 

F— ^— F^~^    ^   ^zf^-^-g— ^_-^ — ^— i— =1 


/    ^    • 


kJ  ^ 


N N N- 


-^ — ^"-^-^-F^- 
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sto-ry      a -gain,  Tell  me  more  a -bout  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-iour. 

IS  -f-       ■*■       -0-    ■0-       •♦-•■#-       ■#-       •#-•-«-       •*-        ^.■#- 
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2Vo.  5.  I  AM  TRUSTING,  LORD,  IN  THEE. 

Rev.  Wm.  McDonald.  Wm.  G.  Fischeb,  by  per. 


^-^Z±Z 


-tS> « — *- 


-^f+*--" 


1.    I    am  com -ing    to    the  cross;    I  am  poor  and  vvealc  and  blind 


B:|3:.f-*=E?zl:f: 


Cho.— /  am  t7-iist-ing.  Lord,  m  thee,   Dear  Lamb  of  Cal-va  -  ry; 


I    am  counting  all    but  dross;   I    shall  full  sal- va-tion  find. 


Humbly    at    thy  cross  1    bow.  Save  me,   Je  -  sus,  save  me  now. 


Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee; 

Long  has  evil  reigned  within; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me, 

I  will  cleanse  thee  from  all  sin. 


.3. 

In  thy  promises  I  trust ; 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied; 
I  ;ini  prostrate  in  tlie  dust. 

I  witii  Clirist  am  crucitted.    (7) 


JVb.  6.  REJOICE  AND  BE  GLAD. 

Rev.  HORATIUS  BONAR,  1874. 


--i-H-Fd: 


English  Melody. 


-N-i 


Z^ 


1.  Re-joice  and  be  glad!    The  Redeem -cr    has  come!     Go 


vait 


4—1. — I — I 
-It — 0 — 0 — 0- 


--Ui 


CHORUS. 


f&IZ 


— >-^ — I — 1- 

-0-T-0 \-0—0- 


look  on    His  era -die,  His  cross,  and  His  tomb.  Sound  His  praises 

■^     ^     M.    4Z.       ^  _   ^ 


?=EE^ 
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Cho.for  7th  verse. — Sound  His  praises 


— s- 


J^-i 


tell     the      Sto  -  ry, 


Of 


Him    who  was  slain;  Sound  His 

•0-  -  ^      -(2.  ^    .    ^ 


m 


-0—^ — ^— •— FF — * — ''— F£ 1 — T==| 


tell    the      Sto  -  rv. 


Of 


Him    who  was  slain ;  Sound  His 


^«^=J- 

— -K— ny- 

J     1     1 . 

—J- 

1 
1 
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m 

m—0    0 
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— 1 — 1 — 0— 

— 0 — 

^ 

-5H1 

«   II 

prais  -  es, 

tell    with 
■ft.  '    .*. 

i       0       s 
gladness.     He 

liv  - 

0 
eth 

a  - 

■0- 

0 

gain. 

-^  ^    k — \ — 
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prais  -  es,      tell    with    gladness,      He    com  -  eth       a  -  gain. 


2  Rejoice  and  be  glad  ! 
It  is  sunshine  at  last ! 
The  clouds  have  departed, 
(S)        The  shadows  are  past. 


3  Rejoice  and  be  glad  ! 

For  the  blood  hath  been  shed; 
Redemption  is  finished, 
The  price  hath  been  paid. 


REJOICE  AND  BE  GLAD,    conci.ddkd. 


4  Rejoice  aiul  be  glad  ! 

Now  the  pardon  is  free! 
The  Just  for  the  unjust 
Has  died  ou  the  tree  CIm. 

5  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

For  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
O'er  death  is  triumphant, 
And  liveth  again.  Cho. 


6  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

For  our  King  is  on  high, 
He  pleadeth  for  us  on 
His  throne  in  the  sky.  Cho. 

7  Rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

For  He-  cometh  again  ; 
He  cometh  in  glor}', 
The  Lamb  that  was  slain. 


JVb.    G.  2d  Hymn. 


REVIVE  us  AGAIN. 


CI  a 


1  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  the  Son  of  Thy  love. 
For  Jesus  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  above. 

Cho. — Hallelujah  !  Thine  the  glorj-.  Hallelujah  !  amen, 
Hallelujah !  Thine  the  glory,  revive  us  again. 

2  We  praise  Thee,  0  God  !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 
Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night. 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  cleansed  every  stain. — Cho. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 
Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 


-Cho. 


-Clio. 


5  Revive  us  again ;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love, 
May  each  soul  be  kindled  with  fire  from  above. — Cho. 

Eev.  Wm.  Paton  Macket,  1866. 


iV^o.  7. 

Earnestly. 


COME  TO  JESUS  TO-DAY. 


1.  Come  to    Je  -  sus,  come  to    Je  -  sus,  Come  to    Je  -  sus    to  - 


day.     To  -  day  come  to      Je  -  sus,  Come  to    Je  -  sus    to  -  day. 


^-p — jg *^ 


'XT. 


dr 


:p: 


2  He  will  save  you,  &c. 

3  Oh,  believe  Hrm,  &c. 

4  He'll  receive  you,  <tc . 


-r 


5  Flee  to  Jesus,  &c. 

6  He  will  hear  you,  &c. 

7  He'll  have  mercy,  <S:c. 


8  He'll  forgive  you,  &c 

9  He  will  cleanse  you.&c 

10  Jesus  loves  vou,  &c. 


PASS  NOT  BY. 


T.  £.  Pebkims. 


,_ 1 r^ 1 — 1 — ^-t '— i-^—t — I K^ \ F>i-, 


1.  Je-sus,  Sav-iour,  hear  our  cry!  Pass  not    by,   oh,  pass  not 

2.  We  have  heard  Thy  footsteps  near,  Pass  not    by,   oh,  pass  not 


-N-J^.-l- 


m^ 


;h,  Bless  us  too,  oh,  pass  not  by ! 
r — Listen    to  the  longing  sigh 

i-j — »-H-^---i b — 0-h<&- 

=£Ezzr'^D=izS 


by !  Thou  art  com-ing.  Lord,  so  nigh,  Bless  us  too,  oh,  pass  not  by ! 
by !    See  the  con-trite  sinner's  tear — Listen    to  the  longing  sigh : 

N 


m 


m 


Lord,   ful-lill     Thy  promise  now;  Pour  Thy  Spir  -  it  while  we 
Je  -  sus,  hear  our  earn  ■  est  call.    Let  Thy  bless-ing  rest   on 


iiEi=i=^E 


bow;  Turn  to  us,     as  one  we  cry,    Pass  not  bj',  oh,  pass  not  by ! 
all ;  When  Thy  Spir-it    is  so  nigh,  Pass  not  by,  oh,  pass  not  by ! 


_* ,_L  • 0 ^_1 


-.^^- 


-f_._^_| 


Prostrate  in  Tliy  path  we  lie — 

Pass  not  by,  oh,  pass  not  by ! 
Lest  our  very  faith  should  die. 

Pass  not  by,  oli,  pass  not  by! 
To  Thy  garments  we  will  cling, 
All  our  need  before  Thee  bring; 

Son  of  David,  hear  our  cry  ! 

Pass  not  by,  oh,  pass  not  by  ! 


(10) 


4  Lord,  we  cannot  let  Thee  go, 
Pass  not  by,  oh,  pass  not  by ! 
In  our  midst  Tliy  presence  show. 
Till  Thou  bless  us  will  we  cry: 
Breathe,  oh,  breathe  on  us,  we  pray: 
Tarry  not,  oh,  come  to-day, 

While  we  wait,  and  watch,  and  cry, 
Pass  not  by,  oh,  pass  not  by ! 


Copyright,  1879,  by  Theodore  E.  Perkins. 


3'o.  9. 

Bev.  L.  Habtsouoh. 


I  AM,  COMING  LORD. 


Habtsocgh,  by  per. 


^i^yiErj=r^ 


u    I      I 

1.  I    hear  Thy  welcome  voice,  That  calls  me  Lord,  to  Thee;  For 

2.  Tho'  coming  weak  and  vile,  Thou  dost  my  strength  assure;  Thou 

3.  'Tis    Je  -  sus  culls  me    ou        To  per-fect  faitli  and  love,  To 


^¥\?4 


d  —_ 


JT^-P 


rP-'--^ 


I 1—- It H-L.i ■m 


cleans-ing  in  Thy  precious  blood,  That  flowed  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
dost  my  vile-ness  ful  -  ly  cleanse,  Till  spotless  all,  and  pure, 
per  -  feet  hope,  and  peace.aud  trust,  For  earth  and  heaven  above. 

•A.         ^L.  Uk.  ^  .^         /T^ 


-V— 


—M — r'—-i~3i f^ »— r?5 — 

-i \-p~'-» # »— [-; 


CHORUS. 


1^"  '      '      u 

am  com -ing.  Lord  !  Coming  now  to  Thee  !  "Wash  me, 


And  He  the  witness  gives 

To  loyal  hearts  and  free, 
That  every  promise  is  fulfilled. 

If  faith  but  brings  the  plea. — Cho. 

All  hail !  atoning  blood ! 

All  hail!  redeeming  grace! 
All  hail !  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 

Our  Strength  and  Righteousness. -CAo. 


(11) 


JV"o.  10. 

Fanny  J.  Crosbt. 


CLOSE  TO  THEE. 


S.  J.  Vail,  by  per. 


1.  Thou  my  ev  -  er-last-ing  portion,  More  than  friend  or  life   to  me, 

2.  Not    for  ease  or  worldly  pleasure,  Norforfame  my  prayershallbe; 

3.  Lead  me thro'the  vale  of  shadows,Bear  me  o'er  life's  fit  -  ful  sea: 

X      *  •  #.   -(2. 


--N— ^ Nt- 


-ls~N- 


-A N-T«— i-« — « ~  1 — ^— |-T — * #   ,'  m^   — *— :— • — *—i 


All  a-long  my  pilgrim  journey,  Sav-iour  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Glad-ly  will  I  toil  and  suf-fer,  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Then  the  gate  of  life  e  -  ter  -  nal,  May    I    en  -ter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 


-•-4-f 


-F — 5-y- 


CHORUS. 


Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee, close  to  Thee;  All  a  - 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee, close  to  Thee;  Glad-ly 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee, close  to  Thee;  Then  the 

«  •  «  -^      „  '^    (y      ^  *  fL.-£:  -^  •  ^  -^-    •  .  « 


-_4s — ^s — s;_^j. 


^zzzj^r^ 


— N  N N; 


m^mm 


long  my  pil  -  grim  jour-ney,  Sav-iour,  let    me  walk  with  Thee, 

will  I     toil  and  suf  -  fer.  On  -  ly    let    me  walk  with  Thee, 

gate  of    life    e  -    ter  -  nal,  May    I    en  -  ter.  Lord,  with  Thee. 

(12) 


No.  11. 

Wm.  Cowpeb. 


THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 


■SVESTIiKN  JXtLODT. 


I       r  r  r '  ^' 

1.  There  is    a  fountain, fiU'd  with  blood. Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 
2-  The    dy  -  ing  thief  rejoiced  to  see    That  fountain  in    his    day; 


And  sinners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains, 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he,  Wash  all  my  sins  a  -  way, 
^<-^  '  •»-     •0-  _.■♦•■#••♦••*..■•-      _        I 
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Lose    all  their  guilt -y    stains,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains,  And 
Wash  all    mv  sins    a  -  way,   Wash  all  my    sins  a  -  waj',  And 
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sin-ners  plunged  beneath  that  flood  Lose  all  their  guilt  -  y  stains, 
there  may  I,    tho'  vile  as    he,    Wash  all    my  sins    a  -  way. 


i^ 
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>2:i_~: 


3. 

E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


4. 


Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song 
I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save, 

When  this  poor,  lisping,  stammering 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave,     [tongue 

(13) 


No.  12. 


MORE  LOVE  TO  THEE. 


Theodobg  E.  Pebsik>. 


1.  More  love  to  Thee,  O  Christ !  More  love  to    Thee  !  Hear  Thou  the 

2.  Once  earth-lj'    joy    I  craved,  Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee  a  - 

3.  Let    sor-rovv  do    its  work,  Send  grief  and  paiu;  Sweet  are  Thj' 


prayer  I  make,  On  bended  knee;  This  is  my  earnest  plea.  More  love, 
lone  I  seek.  Give  what  is  best:  This  all  my  pray'r  shall  be, More  love, 
raes-sen-gers,  Sweet  their  refrain.  When  they  can  sing  with  me,More,etc. 
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i         O  Christ!  to  Thee, More  love,  O  Christ !  to  Thee,  More  love  to  Thee. 
!  .^  ^     ...   ^        ( 
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No.  13. 

Mrs.  Codner. 


1         I 


EVEN  ME. 


!=g=Si 


^^=aF 
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Theo.  E.  Perkins. 


1.  Lord,    I  hear  of  show'rs  of  blessings  Thou  art  scatt' ring  full  and  free; 

2.  Pass    me   not,  O    God,  our  Fa  -  ttier!  Sin  •  ful  tho'   my  heart  may  be; 

3.  Pass    me  not,  O    gra-cious  Saviour!  Let    me   live  and  cling  to  Thee  I 
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Show'rs  the  thirst -y  land  re-fresh  -  !ng,  Let  some  droppings  fslU  on  me- 
Thou  might's  leave  me,  but  the  rath  -  er  Let  Thy  mer  -  cy  fall  on  me- 
For        I'm  long  -  ing  for    Thy  fa  -   vor;  Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  call  on  me- 


(14) 


From  "  Calvary  Songs,"  by  per. 


EVEN  ME.— roxcLUDKD. 


E  -  ven  me,  E  -  ven  me  I 

E  -  ven  me,  E  -  ven  me  ! 

E  -  ven  me,  E  -  ven  me  1 
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Let  some  droppings    fall  on  me. 

Let  Thy    mer  -  cy      fall  on  me. 

While  thou'rt  calling,  call  on  me. 

I  "< — ^ 
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5  Love  of  God — so  pure  and  changeless, 
Blood  of  Christ— so  rich,  so  free; 
Grace  of  God— so  strong  and  boundless. 
Magnify  it  all  In  me  I 
Even  me,  even  me  1 
Magnify  It  all  in  me  1 


4  Pass  me  not,  0  mighty  Spirit, 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Testify  of  Jt-.sus'  merit! 
topeali  some  TTord  of  power  to  me. 

Even  me,  even  me  I 
Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me. 


No.  Id. 


JESUS  WILL  COME. 


THEODOEE  E.  PErKINS. 


1.  How  bright  that  bless-ed  hope  I  Je  -  sus    will 

2.  Him    eve  -  ry    eye    shall  see,    Je  -  sus    will 

3.  Full    of     this  bless-ed  hope!  Je  -  sus    will 


come !  Let  us  our 
come  I  Bright  will  the 
come!    Let        us     the 
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heads  lift  up,  Je  -  sus  will  come  I 
glo  -  ry  be,  Je  -  sus  will  come ! 
cross  take   up,     Je  -   sus    wiU    come  I 


I  ^ 


Mom  -  ing  so  bright  and  clear, 
Soon  shall  the  trumpet  speak, 
Hap  -    py     re-proach  to    bear, 

■m-  '  -m-    -m-    -m-    -*-  4*-  ■ 
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Mansions  of  God  appear.  Sin  shall  not  en  -  ter  there,  Je  -  sus  t\  dl  come. 
Each  sleeping  saint  a-wake.  And  the  glad  morning  break,  Je-sus  will  come. 
Shame,  for  his  sake,  to  share,Since  we  our  crown  shall  wear,  Jesus  willeome. 


From  "  Calvary  Son^r*,"  by  per. 


(16) 


JVb.  15. 

3.  POLLASD. 


TAKE  THY  CROSS. 


Kakl  Keden,  by  per. 


1.  Brother,  take  thy  cross  and  bear  it,  Dark  and  heavy  though  it    be ; 

2.  Brotlier,  take  thy  cross  of  sorrow;  Bear  the  heavy  weight  of  pain ; 

3.  Brother,  take  thy  cross  and  foi-low    Je  -  sus  thro'  the  shadows  dim ; 
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Je  -  sus  His  command  has  giv  -  en,  Take  thy  cross  and  fol-low    Me. 
Je  -  sus  bent  'neath  such  a  burden,  Why  should  sucii  as  thou  complain  ? 
Thou  wilt  find  thy  bur-den  ea  -  sy,     If  thou  wilt    de-peud  on  Him. 
I 
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CHORUS. 


>       I  I  '\/       \         I  'i'       v>       ^ 

Take  thy  cross.  Take  thy  cross,  Take  thy  cross  whate'er    it    be; 


Take  thy  cross,  Take  thy  cross.  Learn  to  bear    it     cheerful  -  ly. 


■^ 
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(16) 


4  Brother,  take  thy  cross;  for  Jesus 

Gives  thee  strength  its  weight  to  bear; 
Trust  Him  in  the  time  of  sorrow, 
He  will  hear  and  answer  prayer.— Cfto. 


No.  10.  THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE. 

Mrs.  M.  A.  W.  Cook.  From  "Hallowed  Songs,"  by  per. 

I  I  ! 
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1.  Ill  some  way    or    other  the  Lord  will  pro-vide:    It  may  not  be 

2.  At  some  time    or    other  the  Lord  will  pro-vide:    It  may  not  be 
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my  way,    It   mny  not    be  thy  way ;  And  yet,  in  His  oun  way. "  The 
7?z2/ time,  It  may  nut    be /// 2/ time;  And  yet,  in  His  ow?i  way,  "The 


CHOEUS. 
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Lord  will  pro-vide."  Then,  we'll  trust  in  the  Lord,  And  He  will  i)ro 
Lord  will  pro-vide." 
■#--*--  ^     ^    A    ^ 
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vide;  Yes,  we'll  trust  in    the  Lord,  And    He    will   pro  -  vide. 
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3  Despond,  then,  no  longer  ; 
The  Lord  will  provide; 
And  this  be  the  token  — 
No  word  He  hath  spoken 
Was  ever  yet  broken : 
"The  Lord  will  provide." 


4  March  on,  then,  right  boldly; 
The  sea  shall  divide: 
The  pathway  made  glorious, 
^Vith  shoutings  victorious, 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus. 

"  The  Lord  will  provide.  "(17J 


No.  17, 

C.  S.  E. 


JESUS  THEN  I  KNOW. 


Theodobe  E.  Pekkiss. 
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1.  "When  my  sonl  -n-ithin     Sorrowed  with  its  sin,  Je  -  sus  swcjit  tlie  shades  a 

2.  And  when  oft  oppressed, "Wand' ring  from  my  rest,"Who  was  quick  to  see  my 
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vay  ;  Christ,  the  Lord 

grief?  Je      -     sua,  from 

D.  S.  His        the     joys 
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vine,  Gave 

a  -  bove.  Shed 

uii  -  told,  His 
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his  life  for 
his  help  -  ful 
the     utreets  of 


mine, 
love, 
gold,— 
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Fixe,  ^^hokus. 


Turned  my  dar.kness  in  -  to  day. 
Came  to  bring  me  sweet  re  -  lief. 
Je    -   sus     is      the  Lord   I      love. 


Je 


sus    tlien      I         know ! 
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His 
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the  name    be 
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His    the  name  to  sing 


a    -  bove. 
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3  Now  when  every  task 
Tries  the  faitli  t  ask. 

Who  beside  me  comes  to  stand  ? 
Jesus,  blessed  Lord, 
Speaks  the  cheering  word, 

Takes  me  by  the  trembling  hand.CAo, 


4  And  when  failing  breath. 
Tells  the  hour  of  death. 

Who  will  be  my  spirit's  stay? 
Jesus,  then  will  be 
Near  to  widcome  mo,        • 

At  the  shining  gates  of  day  !  Chxk 


;13) 


From  "  Calvary  Sonyju."  h;/ per. 


2fo.  18. 

Bev.  S.  B.  Gould. 


ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS. 


Joseph  Hatdm,  arr. 
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1.  Oiiward,Cliristiansokliers,Marcliingas  to  war,  With  the  Cross  of  Je  -  siis 

2.  Like  a  mighty     ar -my  Moves  the  Church  ofGod;Brothers,  we  are  treading 
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Go-ing  on  be-fore.ChristtheRoy-al     Mas-ter   Leads  against  the  foe, 

Where  the  saints  have  trod  ;We  are  not  dl  •  vid  -  ed,     All  one  bo-dy  we; 
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CHORUS. 
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Forward  in  -  to   bat  -  tie,  See,  his  banners  go. 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine, One  in  char-  i  -  ty. 
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Onward, Christian  soldiers. 
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Marching  as   to  war,  With  the  Cross  of   Je  -  sus    Go  -  ing  on  be  -  fore. 


T 

3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

"Gainst  that  Church  prevail; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 

And  that  cannot  fail. 


4  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph  song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor. 

Unto  Christ  the  King. 
This  thro'  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 


(19) 


iVb.  19,     WHAT  A  FRIEND  WE  HAVE  IN  JESUS. 

Eev.  H.  BoNAB.  Kabi,  Eeden,  by  per. 
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1.  What  a  friend  we  have  in   Je-sus,  All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 

2.  Have  we  tri  -  als  and  temptations  ?  Is  there  trouble  an  -  y-where  ? 

3.  Are    we  weak  and  heavy    la- den, Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care; 
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What  a  priv-i- lege  to  car-ry  Ev  -  ery  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
We  should  never  be  discouraged,  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge,  Take  it  to    the  Lord  in  prayer. 
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Oh,  what  peace  we  of-ten  for-feit,  Oh  what  needless  pain  we  bear; 
Can  we  tind     a  friend  so  faithful.  Who  will    all    our  sorrows  share; 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee, Take  it    to    the  Lord  in  prayer; 
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All   because  we  do  not  car-ry     Ev- ery  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Je  -  sus  knows  our  every  weakness,  Take  it     to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
In  his  arms  he'll  take  and  shield  thee,  Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 
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No.  20.  ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE. 

Mrs.  Ei-viNA  M.  Hall.  John  T.  Qbafb,  by  per. 


1.  I    hear    the  Sav-iour  say,    Thy  strength  in-deed  is   small; 


<^^ 


fcpp 


tr=l=K: 


(2! , 


^=3t 


Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray,  Find  in  Me  thine  all    in     alL 
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CHORUS. 
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Je  -  sus  paid     it 
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all,         All     to    Him      I 
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owe; 
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Sin  had  left  a    crimson  stain :  He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 
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Lord,  now  indeed  I  find 

Thy  power,  and  Thine  alone, 
Ca-u  change  the  leper's  spot, 

And  melt  the  heart  of  stone. 
For  nothing  good  have  I 

Whereby  Thy  grace  to  claim — 
I'll  wash  my  garment  white 

In  the  blood  of  Calvary's  Lamb. 


4  When  from  my  dying  bed 

My  ransomed  souf  shall  rise, 
Then  "Jesus  paid  it  all" 
Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 

5  And  when  before  the  throne 

I  stand  in  Him  complete, 
I'll  lay  my  trophies  down. 
All  down  at  Jesus'  feet. 

(21) 


No.  21  I'M  KNEELING  AT  THE  DOOR. 

Mrs.  IiYDiA  C.  Baxteb.  Theodorb  E.  Perkiks. 


"Wilt  thou,  0     Lord,  m    mer-cy  speak,  I'm  kaeeling*   at     the 
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I'm  kneel-  mg  at     the  dooR,    Kneel-ing  at     the  door,  Wilt 


t tn- 


'-b>-v— by |g— b? tJEi: 


^=::r=S=p_|>_    N       ^ ^H   ^      ^ ^     S|     I— n- 


0   Lord,    in   mer-  cy  epeak,  I'm  kneeling    at       the  door. 
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2.  None  ever  empty  turned  away, 
Who  truly  sought  thy  face  : 
And  I,  my  Saviour,  come  to-day, 
To  seek  thy  pardoning  grace. 


22) 


I'M  KNEELING  AT  THE  DOOR-  conclddeii. 


FANiyx-  Crosby. 


Thy  precious  blood  is  all  my  plea: 

This,  can  my  soul  restore; 
Wilt  tliou  ill  mercy  speak  to  me, 

I'm  kneeling  at  the  door. 

And  when  the  ransomed  millions  stand 

On  Zion's  flowery  Jiill, 
With  palms  of  victory  in  their  hand. 

Waiting  their  Master's  will: 
Oh,  may  I  bear  the  living  green, 

And  that  dear  name  adore, 
Whose  love  the  sinner  did  redeem, 

While  kneeling  at  the  door. 


JESUS,  MY  ALL, 


Arranged  by 
Theodore  E.  PerkinSo 
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j  Lord,    at     thy     mer   -   cy-seat,    Hum  -  bly 
\  Plead-  ing    thy    prom  -  ise  sweet,  Lord,  Lear 


fall 
call 


if 


K'ow  let     thy   work     be  - 


Oh,  make  me     pure  with- in, 


Cleanse  me     from    ev 


cry  sia. 
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2.  Tears  of  repentdLt  grief 

Silently  fall; 
Help  thou  my  uabellef, 

Hear  thou  my  call. 
Oh,  how  I  pine  for  thee ! 
'Tis  all  my  hope,  my  plea: 
Jesus  has  died  for  mo ; 

Jesus,  my  all. 

8.  Hark!  how  the  words  of  \jyc 
Tenderly  fall. 
Ere  to  the  realms  above, 
Heard  is  my  call ; 


Now  every  doubt  Las  flown, 
Broken  my  heart  of  stone, 
Lord,  I  am  thine  alone, 
Jesus,  my  all. 

StUl  at  thy  mercy -seat 

Humbly  I  fall ; 
Pleading  thy  promise  sweet, 

Heard  is  my  call. 
Faith  wings  my  soul  to  thee. 
This  all  my  hope  shall  be, 
Jesus  has  died  for  mc, 

Jesus,  mv  all.  (231 


No,  23. 

Mrs.  M.  Stockton. 


WONDROUS  LOVE. 


Wm.  Q.  Fisohkb,  by  per. 


1.   God  loved  Ihe  world  of  sinners  lost,  And  ruiued  by   the  fall ; 
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Sal  •  va-tion  full,  at  hish  -  est  cost,  lie  of  -  fers  free    to    all. 
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Oh,  'twas  love,  'twas  wondrous  love!  The  love  of  God    to  me :  It 
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brought  my  Sav-iour  from  a  -  bove,  To  die 
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2  Ev'n  now  by  faith  I  claim  him  mine, 
The  risen  Son  of  God ; 

Kedemption  by  his  death  I  find, 
And  cleansing  thro'  the  blood. 

3  Love  brings  the  glorious  fullness  in, 
And  to  his  saints  makes  known 

The  blessed  rest  from  inbred  sin. 

Thro'  faith  in  Christ  alone. 
(24) 


4  Believing  souls,  rejoicing  go; 
There  shall  to  you  be  given 

A  glorious  foretaste,  here  below, 
Of  endless  life  in  heaven. 

5  Of  victory  now  o'er  Satan's  power 
Let  all  the  ransomed  sing. 

And  triumph  in  the  dying  hour 
Thro'  Christ  the  Lord  our  King. 


JVb.  24. 

Mrs.  M.  A.  KiDDEH. 
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"KEEP  ON  PRAYING." 

^1      I    1st  time. 


Theodore  E.  Pebkiks. 


«^S=S^Sz 
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all    in  vain; 


(Long  my  spir  -  It  pined  in    sor-row,  "\Vatch-ing,  ■waitin 

"■    I  Wait  -  ing  for      a    gold  -  en  mor-row,  (  Omit ) 

,    ( Ye,    who  sigh  for    ho  -  ly  pleasures.  Ye,   who  mourn  your  load  of  sin, 
'    ("Keep  on  praying,"  heavenly  treasures  (  Oirfl? ) 

.m.     .M.    .M.    jt. 
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Free  from  worldly  care  and  pain.  When  I  heard  a  Bwect  voice  saying,  In  the 
In    the  end  you're  sure  to  win.  Wrgstle  with  the  Lord  of    glo  "ry,    Lay  your 


m  :  ^ — •- 


j--_:|?i 


-p-r 


accents    of    a  friend,  Cheer  up,  brother, "  keep  on  praying,"  Keep  on  praying 
troubles  at  His  feet,  Plead  with  faith  ui  Calvary's  slo-ry,  Tillyour  joys  are 
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CHORUS. 
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to   the  end.    Wbett  anr  way-ward  tho'ts  are  stray-ing,  When  God's  mercy 
aU   complete.  m       m       »      » 
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seems  de-lay-ing,  Then  in  faith  we'll  keep  on  pray-ing,||:Keep  on  pray-ing,:|( 


:t=:- 
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3  How  the  angel-band  rejoices 
When  a  kneeling  mortal  prays; 
Hear  them  cry.  in  heavenly  voices, 
'•  Iveep  on  praying"  all  your  days. 
Pray  until  you  reach  fair  Canaan, 

Reach  the  pearly  gates  of  day, 
Then  your  bliss  shall  end  in  glory, 
And  shall  never  pass  away.— Ciio. 
(25) 


No.  25. 

Be-written  by  C.  F.  D. 


JESUS  IS  HERE. 


Phiup  Phillips,  by  per. 


^  X  \  rjh  -a-   -*• 

0,  come  to     Je-sus    now,  Je-sus  is 
O,  come  this  pi«ee  with-in,    Je-sus  is 


:E^ 
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here,  Je-sus  is    here; 
here,  Je-sus  is    here; 
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"P~3?~P" 


All 
He 


low    be  -  fore  Him  bow, 
sees  j-ou,  full    of     sin, 


Je-sus  is 
Je-sus  is 
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here,  Je-sus  is  here; 
here,  Je-sus  is  here; 


Too  ma  -  ny    go     a  -  way.  Too  ma  -  ny  still  de  -  lay,    Tho' 
He  knows  Your  heart  of  stone.  He  hears  your  spir-it  £rroan,  He 


■I r  I —\ \ * r  #=^ (-«- 
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Je  -  sus  bids  them  stay;  Je-sus  is     here,     Je-sus  is    here, 
heeds  your  pleading  tone  ;  Je-sus  is     here,    Je-sus  is    here. 
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2  Come,  then,  to  Jesus  now, 
Jesus  is  here,  Jesus  is  here; 
All  near  liim  lowly  bow, 

Jesus  is  here,  Jesus  is  here, 
O,  ye  that  feel  your  sin. 
And  coming  long  have  been. 
Through  faith  your  pardon  win: 
Jesus  is  here,  Jesus  is  here. 
(26) 


4  O,  come  to  Jeans  now, 

Jesus  is  here,  Jesus  is  here; 
Fathers  and  children  bow, 

Jesus  is  here,  Jesus  is  here. 
0.  what  a  glorious  thing. 
Sin's  weary  load  to  bring, 
And  lose  it  while  we  sing: 
Jesus  is  here.  Jesus  is  here. 


Fannt  Ckosby. 


LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 


Theodore  E.  Perkiks. 


g^j-^j^-  N I  I — rn 


a 
111 

^ 


ElEsE 


1.  Wea-ry    not,  my  bro-tlier,  Clieer-ful    be    thy  song; 

2.  Seek  and  tbou  srialt  find  Mm,  Still    in  faith,  be  -  lieve. 


Is    thy  bur  -  den 
Call  and  he     will 

\       >      \         > 


It2=t= 


heav  -  y.    And   the  jour -ney  long? 
hear  thee.  Ask   him,  and    re  -  ceivc: 


4=,.^ 


Does  the  weight  op  -  press  thee  ? 
lu     the    dark  -  est     mo  -  ment — 


-^v 1- 


4=>-V. 
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Cast       it      on      the 
In      the    deep  -  est 


Lord; 
night, 
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SEf£ 


Run     thy    race  mth       pa-tience. 
He      Avill  give    thee      com  -  fort, 
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thee.    Oh,  glo  -  ry    be    to     Je  -  sus,  We'll  shout  sal-va  •  tion's    free. 


iS=t 
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3  Trials  may  befall  thee. 

Thorns  besot  thy  way, 
Nevermind  them,  brother. 

Only  watch  ami  pray: 
Through  the  vale  of  sorroTV 

Once  the  Saviour  trod; 
Run  thy  race  with  patience, 

I'l-essing  on  to  God. 


I  -1 

4  Labor  on,  my  brother, 

Thou  shall  reap  at  last 
Fruits  of  Joy  eternal, 

When  thy  work  is  past; 
Crowds  of  shining  angels 

View  thee  from  the  skies. 
Run  thy  race  with  patience, 

Yonder  is  the  prize.  (27) 


No.  27,  THE  GATE  AJAR  FOR  ME. 

Mrs.  Ltdia  Baxteb.  8.  J.  Vail,  by  per.  Philip  Phillips. 

-     -J— ^- 


1.  There  is    a  gate  that  stands  a-jar,  And, thro"  its  por-tals  gleaming, 

2.  Tliat  gate  a  -  jar  stands  free  to  all  Who  seek  thro'  it    sal  -  va-tiou ; 

I 
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A  radiance  from  the  Cross  a  -  far  The  Saviour's  love  re  -  veal-inj^ 
The  rich  and  poor, the  great  and  small.Of  eve  -  ry  tribe  and  na-tion. 
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Oh,  depth  of  mer-cy !  can    it  be  That  gate  was  left  a  -  jar  for  me  ? 
m    a  ^  »      ■*-     -0-     -0-  -0-  -0 
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For    me for    nie? Was  left    a-jar    for      me? 


^^§^^^^^m=^^ 


for    mc,  for     me? 

3  Press  onward,  then,  tho'  foes  may  [4  Beyo'^d  the  river's  brink  we'll  lay 
frown.  The  Cross  that  here  is  given, 

While  mercy's  gate  is  open,  I  And  bear  the  Crown  of  life  away, 

Acceptthe  cross,  and  win  the  crown,  |     And  love  Him  more  in  heaven. 

Love's  everlasting  token. 
(28) 


JVo.  28. 


I  WILL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEE. 


Rev.  A.  T.  PiEESON,  D.D. 


Theodore  E.  Pebkins. 
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1.  When  my    sins   as  mountains  rise,  Saviour,    be  Thou  near  me; 

2.  When,  like  gold   in  fur-nace  tried.  Thou  shalt  purge  and  prove  me, 

3.  When  I     tread  the  vale  of  death,  Let  not  fears  confound  me: 

I  I  1   ^ 
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Wipe  the    tears  from  weeping  es'es,    Comfort  thou  and  cheer  me. 

With  my    Sav  -  iour  at    my    side,  Sorrows  shall  not  move  me. 

May     I     yield  my    dy  -  ing  breath,  With  Thine  arms  around  me. 
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Give  me  peace,  Give  me  peace,  Then  shall  nothing 
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grieve  nie: 
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i      i> 
Help  me    trust  Thy  gracious  word : 


will  nev-er  leave  Thee," 
# • 0 — r0-'-0-'i- 


(29) 


No.  29.  HOME  OF  THE  SOUL. 

Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates.  From  "  Hallowed  Songs,"  by  per. 


:i=-:V:d: 
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1.  I    will  sing  you  a    song  of    that  beau-ti-ful  laud,  The 

2.  Oh,  that  home  of  the  soul  in    my    visions  and  dreams.  Ita 

3.  That  un-chang-a-ble  home  is    for    you  and  for    me,  Where 

4.  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,    So 


:l?=n=:^=ii=:[::i== 
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far      a-way  home  of  the  soul,  "Where  no  storms  ever  oeaton  the 

bright  jasper  walls  I  can  see  ;  Till  I  fan  -  cy  but  thin-ly  the 
Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth  stands;  The  King  of  all  kingdoms  for- 
free  from  all  sor-row  and  pain;    AVith   songs  on  our  lips  and  with 

—      uJ^       (z — t—a<z — ^—0^^a. 
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glit  -  ter  -  ing  sti'and,  While  the  years  of     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty    roll, 
vail    in  -  ter-venes    Be    -    tween  that  fair    cit  -  y  and  me, 
ev  -    er,   is      He,  And  He  hold  -  eth  our  crown  in  His  hands, 
harps  in    our  hands  To  meet  one  au-oth-er    a  -  gain, 

fs  ^  I 
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While  the  years  of  e 


— « — «— F^ — * — ^— p __ — F^-- J 


ni  -  ty    roll ;  Where  no  storms  ev-er 

Be  -  tween  that  fair  cit  -  y    and  me;    Till     I       fan  -  cy  but 

And  He  hold-eth  our  crowns  in  His  hands;  The      King    of  afl 

To      meet  one  an  -  oLh  -  er    a  -  gain;     With    songs  on  our 


Ci'-U— C I P- : I Ci»- : _» Li » L i-\ T- ^-^l 
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(30) 


HOME  OF  THE  SOUL.-coxcluded. 

^4 ^s_J 
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beat  on  that  glit-ter-ing  strand,  While  tlie  j-ears  of  e-ter-ni-ty  roll, 
thin  -  Ij'  the  vail    in-ter-venes   Be  -  tvveen  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me. 
kingdoms  for-ever  is  He,  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands. 
lips  and  with  harps  in  oair  hands,  To  meet  one  an-oth-er  a-gain. 
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No.  30. 


LEAD  ME  ON. 


r-^1-'- 


Earl  Redes,  by  per. 
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I        1.  Trav'iing  to  tho    belter  land,  O'er  the  desert's  scorching  sand, 

iE^4^=-E:E^5EEEEE3EE^E^=iEfeEti3 
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Fa-ther  !    let  me  grasp  Thy  hand;  Lead  me  on,  lead   me    on  ! 


When  at  Marah,  parched  with  heat, 
I  the  sparkling  fountain  greet, 
Make  tlie  bitter  waters  sweet ; 

Lead  me  on  ! 
3. 
When  the  wilderness  is  drear, 
Show  me  ElinTs  palm-groves  near, 
And  her  wells  as  crystal  clear  ; 

Lead  me  on  ! 
4. 
Through  the  water,  thro'  the  fire, 
Never  let  me  fall  or  Ure, 
Every  stej)  brings  Canaan  nigher  : 

Lead  me  on  1 


Bid  me  stand  on  Nebo's  height, 
Gaze  upon  the  land  of  liuht, 
Then  transported  with  the  sight, 

Lead  me  on ! 
6. 
When  I  stand  on  Jordan's  brink, 
Never  let  me  fear  or  shriid<; 
Hold  me.  Father,  lest  I  sink; 

Lead  me  on  ! 
7. 
AVhen  the  victory  is  won, 
And  eternal  life  begun. 
Up  to  alory  lead  me  on  ! 

Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on  ! 
(31) 


J^o,  31.    BEYOND  THE  SMILING  AND  THE  WEEPING. 

Eev.  H.  BoNAS,  D.D.  Theodore  E.  Pebktns. 


1.  Bej-ond  the  smiling  and  the  weeping, 

2.  Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fad-ing, 


shall  be  soon; 
shall  be  soon; 


Be- 
Be- 
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yond  the  ifaking  and  the  sleeping,  Bej'ond  the  sow-ing  and  the 
yond  the  sliining  and  the  shading,  Beyond  the  hop-ing  and  the 
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CHOEUS. 
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reap-ing,  I  sliall  be  soon.  Love,  rest  andhome  !  Sweet  home, sweet 
dreading,  I  shall  be  soon. 


■e. 
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home!  Lord,  tar-ry  not,  but  come,  Lord,  tar-ry    not,  but  come. 
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Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meet- 

I  shall  be  soon;  [ing. 

Beyond    the    farewell    and    the 

greeting, 
Bej'ond  the  ])ul3e'3  fever  beating, 
(32)      I  shall  be  soon. — Qlio. 


4  Beyond  the  frost-chain  and  the 

I  shall  be  soon ;  [fever. 

Beyond  the  rock-waste  and  the 

river, 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never, 
I  shall  be  soon.— CAo. 


No.  32.        IN  THE  PRESENCE  OF  THE  KING. 

Mies  C.  Abmstbong.  English. 

Li 1*-0^0-0       0 0 0  -Lgy 0    V-*         •        '  0 0  —  ^<& 0 *-*— ' 


Oil,  to  be  o-ver  }-on-cler !    In  that  land   of  wonder,  Wliere  the 
Oil,  to  be  o-ver  yonder !  Mj-3'eurning  heart  grows  fonder  Of 
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an  -  gel 
look-ing 


vol  -  ces  mln-gle,  and  the     angel  harpers  ring; 
to    the  east,  to  see  the  blessed  day-star  brin^ 
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free  from  pain  and  sorrow,  Antl  the  anxious  dread  to-morrow,  To 
tid-ings  of  the  waking,  The  cloudless,  pure  day  breaking,   My 


rest    in  light  and   sunshine    in   the  presence    of    the  King, 
heart  is     yearning— yearning  for  the    coming    of    the  King. 
-#-• — e — 0- 


3  Oh,  to  be  over  }'onder ! 

Alas !  1  sigli  and  wonder 
Why  clings  my  poor,  weak,  sinful 
heart  to  any  earthly  tiling? 
Each  tie  of  earth  must  sever, 
And  pass  away  forever, 
But  there's  no  more  separation  in 
the  presence  of  the  I\ing. 


4  Oh,  when  shall  I  be  yonder? 

The  longing  groweth  stronger 
To  join  in  all  the  praises  the  re- 
deemed ones  do  sing 
Within  those  heavenly  places, 
Where  the  angels  vail  their  faces. 
In  awe  and  adoration  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  King.  (33) 


No.  33.  WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 

James  Nicholson,  Wm.  Q.  Pischeb,  by  per. 
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1.  Dear  Jesus,    I    long    to  be  per-fect-ly  whole;  I  want  Thee  for- 

2.  Dear  Jesus,  come  down  from  thy  throne  in  the  skies,  And  help  me  to 
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ev  -  er    to    live  in  my  soul ;  Break  down  eve-ry    i  -  dol,  cast 
make  a  complete  sac-ri  -  fice;    I     give  up   my  -  self,  and  what- 

I  .     1*^    I  I      ♦•       I 
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out  eve-ry  foe;  Now  wash  me,  nnd  I    shall  be  whiter  than  snow, 
ev  -  er  I  know :  Now  wash  nie,  and  I    shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
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Whit-er  than  snow,  yes,  whit-er  than  snow;  Now  wash  me,  and 


id^j  Dear  Jesus,  for  this  I  most  humbly 
li^lil        entreat; 

"'^       I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  sitting  low  at 
I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow.         Thy  feet. 


?i^P 


By  faith,   for  my  cleansing,  I  see 

the  blood  flow — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be,  etc. 


(34) 


No.  34..  NOTHING  BUT  LEAVES. 

Mrs.  Lucy  £.  Asebmam. 


S.  J.  Vail,  by  per. 


1.  Notliiiig  but  leaves!  The  Spir-it  grieves  O'er  years  of  wast-  eel 

2.  Nothing  but  leaves!  No  gather'd  sheaves  Ul  life's  fair  rip'-uing 
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life; 
grain 


O'er 
We 
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sins    in-dulged  while  conscience  slept,     O'er 
sow    our  seeds;  lo!    tares  and  weeds— Words, 
-^ p p. -fi-  ^ 
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vows  and  prom  -  is  -  es     un-kept.   And  reap  from  years  of 
i   '   die  words,  for  ear-aest  deeda  -Then  reap,  with  toil  and 
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leaves ! 
leaves ! 

si 


but 
but 


3. 

Nothing  but  leaves !  Sad  mem'ry 
No  veil  to  hide  the  past :    [weaves 

And  as  we  trace  our  weary  way, 

And  count  each  lost  and  misspent 
We  sadly  find  at  last—  [day 

Nothing  but  leaves!  nothing  but 
leaves ! 


All,  who  shall  thus  the  Master  meet. 
And  bring  but  withered  leaves 'i? 

Ah,  who  shall  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Before  the  awful  judgment-seat 
Lay  down  for  golden  sheaves. 

Nothing  but  leaves!   nothing  but 
leaves  I  (36) 


No.  35.  CLING  CLOSE  TO  THE  ROCK. 

Bev.  AxFKED  Tatlok.  Theodore  E.  Peekois, 


1.  Cling  close  to    the  Rock,  brother,  dan  -  ger      is     near; 

2.  Cling  close  to    the  Rock,  brother,  close  -\y       to  -  day, 

3.  Cling  close  to   the  Rock,  brother,  close    to      the    Rock, 


s 
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^^^ 
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Cling  close  to  thy  Sav-iour,  and  doubt  not  nor  fear;  For  Je  -  sus  will 
Ere  waves  of  tenipta-tii  )n  shall  sweep  thee  a  -  way ;  Cling  close  to  the 
Tho'  tempests  may  rage,  and  tho'  billows  may  shock.  For  Je  -  sus  the 


J-^_^ 
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hold  thee,  Al-migh  -  ty    to    save,  Thy  Je  -  sus,  who  triumph'd  o'er 
Rock,  in    the  time  of    thy  grief,    For  Je  -  sus  l)rings  speedy  and 
Sav  -  iour,  thy  Ref-uge,  thy  Friend,  In  mer-  cy  hath  loved  thee,  and 
^ ^     #. 


death  and  the  grave.  Cling  close  to  the  Rock,  tho'  the  tern-pests  may 
pre  -  cious  re  -  lief, 
loves  to     the  end. 


^.   ,    L      r — ^— r»:-»:T-^*-^^^— *— r^*-* *— r^-'-f— r-i 


From  "Songs  of  Salvation,''  by  per. 


-V- 
36) 


CLING  CLOSE  TO  THE  ROCK.-coxcluded. 


-M !- 
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sliock,  Assured    of  sal  -  va  -  tioa  thro'  Je 


I^ 


— r-F r— 

— 1-»-  — »- 
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sus    the  Rock. 
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Ko.  36. 

BONAB. 


g^ 


JESUS  IS  MINE. 


Theodobe  E.  Peekiks. 


:g=ii==±^^^=gz 
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1.  Fade,  fade  each  eartli-ly    joy, 

q«f    Iff:    D^      . 


Je  -  sus     is 


mine !        Break  ev-  ery 


^ 
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ten  -  der  tie,      Je  -   sus    is  mine. !     Dark  is    the  wil-derness.  Earth  has  no 


-— ,3t 


^ 
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rest  -  ing  place,  Je  -  sus      a  -  lone    can 


bless,    Je    - 


sus     is       mine? 


m. 
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Tempt  not  my  sonl  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Perishing  things  of  clay, 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day. 
Pass  from  my  heart  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  1 

8  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 
Jesus  is  mine ! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 
Jesus  is  mine  I 


^t=-\X 
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All  that  my  soul  has  tried, 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 
Jesus  is  mine  1 

4  Farewell,  mortality, 

Jesus  is  mine  1 
Welcome,  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine  1 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest^ 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest. 
Welcome,  my  Saviour's  breast 

Jesus  is  mine  t 


(37) 


No.  37.        WE'LL  WAIT  TILL  JESUS  COMES. 

Db.  Muxes,  by  per. 


fa=^ 


m 


O    land  of    rest,  for  thee    I  sigh,  When  will  the  moment  come, 
2.  No  tran-quil  joys  on  earth  I  know.  No  peaceful  shelt'ring  dome, 


^K^ 

^^- 
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Is 


9^ 


"When  I  shall  lay  my    ar-mor  by,  And  dwell  in  peace  at  home? 
This  world's  a  wil  -  der-ness  of  woe,  This  world  is  not  my  home. 

r^ -#•  •#•■#•■•■•♦••#-  -»•  £ 
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CHORUS. 


1    r     '1 

We'll  wait           till    Je-sus  comes,  We'll  wait        till  Je-sus  comes, 
We'll  wait  _  We'll  wait 


•iSf- 
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We'll  wait         till 
We'll  wait  _ 


Je-sus  comes,  And  we'll   be  gathered  home. 


^ 
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I 
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3  To  Jesus  Christ  I  fled  for  rest; 

He  bade  me  cease  to  roam. 
And  lean  for  succor  on  His  breast, 

And  He'd  conduct  rae  home. 
(38) 


-| — r 

1 4  I  sought  at  once  my  Saviour's  side, 
I     No  more  my  steps  shall  roam; 
I  With  Him  I'll  brave  death's  chilling 
I  And  reach  my  heav'nly  home,  [tide, 


No.  38. 

J.  Q.  BEOS, 

is 


JESUS,  MY  LORD. 


?rd=:^=d=^t 


=*=3E^ 
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Karl  Redeh,  by  per. 

N- 


^^^f=^ 


!^S 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Thy  name  I  love,  Je  -  sus,  my    Lord !     All  oth  -  er 

2.  Thou  bless-ed  Son  of  God,  Je  -  sus,  my    Lord !  Hast  bought  me 

3.  When  un  -  to  Thee  I  flee,  Je  -  sus,  my    Lord  !   Thou  wilt  be 


9^ 


names  a  -  bove,  Je  -  sus,  my  Lord  ! 
with  Thy  blood,  Je  -  sus,  my  Lord ! 
ref  -  U2;e  l^e,      Je  -  sus,  my  Lord  ! 


Oh,  Thou  art  all  to  me ! 
Oh,  how  great  is  Thy  love, 
"What  need  I    now  to  fear? 


^ 


— •-^Tfiie 
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m 
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1- 


Noth  -  ing  to  please    I    see,    Noth  -  mg  a  -  part  from  Thee, 

All      oth  -  er  loves      a  -  bove,  Love  that  I      dai  -  ly  prove. 

What  earth-ly  grief     or  care,  Since  Thou  art     ev  -  er   near, 

,  ^     ^     ^  .^         4L      ^      .fL 
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Je  -  sus,  my     Lord  ! 


^=:=S: 


1 


^^'^ 


Soon  Thou  wilt  come  again ! 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
I  shall  be  happy  then, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Then  Thine  own  face  I'll  see. 
Then  I  shall  like  Thee  be, 
Then  evermore  with  Thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 


(SO) 


JVo.  59. 


MAKE  ROOM  FOR  JESUS. 


Ekv.  Alexander  Clark,  D.D. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 


■-* ,- 

^  •  i^ 

1.  Make  room  for  Je-sus !  room  !  sad  heart,  Beguiled  and  sick    of     siu ; 

2.  Make  room  for  Je-sus  !  room  !  make  room  !  His  band  is  at    the   door : 

3.  JIake  room  for  Je-sus  !  soul     of    mine,  He  waits  response  to  -  day  ; 

4.  Make  room  for  Je-sus  !  by  -  and  -  by,  'Midst  saint  and  ser  -  a  -  pliim, 


» »• ; 1— 
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Bid    eve  -  ry    al  -  ien  guest   de-part.  And  rise   and    let  Him     in. 
He   comes  to    ban  -  isli  guilt  and  gloom,  And  bless  thee  more  and  more. 
His  smile  is  peace,  His  grace  di-vine,  Oh,  turn  Him  not     a  -    way. 
He'll  welcome  to    His  throne  ou  high  The  soul  that  welcomed  Him. 


iii=s 
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CHOEUS. 


^    ^ 
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Make  room,  sad  heart,  make  room,  make  room,  Bid  al-ien  guests  de-part, 


••-•#--••     -^ 
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(40) 


Oh,   let  the  Master    in,     sad  heart;  A  -  rise,  make  room,make  room  ! 


— F=t?=i— •=  :^=*irp=^i=t»=* 
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No.  40.    COME,  OH,  COME  WITH  THY  BROKEN  HEART. 

Tannx  Ckosbv.  Thjsodobe  E.  Perkins. 


zzi: 
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1.  Come,  oil,  come  with  thy  broken  heart,  Weary  and  worn  with  care; 


D.O.  Gome,  oh,  come  with  thy  broken  heai-t,  Weary  and  worn  with  care; 
LL  k.  ,  Fine. 


SI 


Come  and  kneel  at  the    o-pendoor,  Je  -  sus    is  waiting    there: 


9- 
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1    \ — r 

Come  and  kneel  at  the    o-pen  door,  Je  -  sus    is  waiting  there. 


9' 


W"ait-in<5    to  heal  thy  wounded  soul,  Wait-ing    to  give  thee  rest; 


=rT= 


=^^3 


i).  C  /or  Chorus. 


Why  wilt  thou  walk  where  shadows  fall  ?  Come  to  His  lov-ing  breast 

I    U 


JL-  .tt-    ^      -^      M.'  JL   jSL. 


A.'  ^ 


-b^ 


r- 
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2  Firmly  cling  to  the  blessed  cros3. 
There  shall  thy  refuge  be; 
AYash  thee  now  in  the  crimson 
fount, 
Flowing  so  ])ure  for  thee: 
List  to  the  gentle  warning  voice, 

List  to  the  earnest  call, 
Leave  at  the  cross  thy  burden  now, 
Jesus  will  bear  it  all.  — 6'Ao. 


Come  and  taste  of  the  precious 

Feast  of  eternal  love :       [feast, 
Think  of  joys  that  forever  bloom, 

Bright  in  the  life  above: 
ComeVith  a  trusting  heart  to  God, 

Come  and  be  saved  by  grace; 
Come,  for  He  loves  to  clasp  thee 
now, 

Close  in  His  dear  embrace.  Clio. 
(41) 


JTo.  41. 

Eev.  Chablks  P.  Dbems. 


I  SHALL  NOT  WANT. 


W.  H.  Monk,  arr. 


1.  I    shall  not  want;  in     des-erts  wild  Thou  spreadst  Thy  ta-ble 

2.  I    shall  not  want:  my  dark-est  night     Thy  lov-iug    smile  shall 


I    I 
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for  Thy  child  ;While  grace  in  streams  for  thirsting  souls,  Thro'  earth  and 
liU  with  light;"VVhile  promi  -  ses    around  me  bloom,  And  cheer  me 

-19-     •*•     -f9-.      •*•       -fr       ••-      r5       ■*■    -)9-  m         m      m 
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heav'n  for-ev  -  er  rolls, 
with  di-vin_e^perfume. 


^ 


i^: 
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3. 

shall  not  want:  Thy  righteousness 
My  soul  shall  clothe  with  glorious  dress, 
My  blood-washed  robe  shall  be  more  fair 
Than  garments  kings  or  angels  wear. 

4. 
I  shall  not  want:  whate'er  is  good, 
'\  Of  daily  bread  or  angel's  food, 
Shall  to  my  Father's  child  be  sure, 
So  long  as  earth  and  heaven  endure. 


No.  4:2. 

1. 

Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near; 
Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise, 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's 
eyes. 

2. 
Wlien  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eye-lids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3. 
Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve. 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh. 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 
(42) 


If  some  poor  wand'ring  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5. 
Watch  by  the  sick;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless 

store; 
Ce  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like   infant's  slumbers,   pure  and 

light. 

6. 
Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we 

wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we 

take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 
Wo  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


No.  43. 

M.  F.  Maude. 


THINE  FOREVER. 


-I -N— V 
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Theodobe  E.  Perkins. 

tM 1- 
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1.  Hear  U3  from  Thy  throne  above,  Thine  forever — ever— God  of  love  J 


-0—0- 
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Here  and  in      e-ter  -  ni -ty,  Thine  forev-er— ever — may '•e  be. 


^ 


Show  the  way !    Show  the  way !  Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day, 


^EEEfE 


■h — 1^— • — ^ 
^—y^—\ 


:^-p: 


-Is— V- 


-« — *— : — ^ 
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Shield  us  thro'  the  earthly  strife,  Thine  forever — ever — Lord  of  life ! 


c^,   I »-'-#-r»-.  -m — 0-^—0-r^ 1 
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2  They  who  find  in  Thee  their  rest, 

Thine  forever — ever-oh,  how  blest ! 
Oh,  defend  us  to  the  end, 
Guardian  Saviour,  Saviour,  heavenly 
Friend ! 


3  Let  us  all  thy  goodness  share, 

Sheltered  only— only— in  Thy  care. 
These  Thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep, 
Thine  forever — ever— Saviour,  keep. 

(43) 


yo.  44. 

Mary  Leslie, 


GATHERING  HOME. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 


m 


:J=F 


CHOEUS. 


>»- 


1.  They're  gath'ring  homeward  from  ev'ry  land,  One  by  one,  one  by  one; 

_M,  u    _  _ m #_«^  J S_ 
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SOLO, 


CHOEUS. 


^^^^ 


As  their  wea  -  ry  feet  touch  the    shining  strand.  Tes,  one  by     one. 
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Their  brows  are    enclosed     in     a  golden  crown,  Their  traveled-stained  gar- 
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ments  are  all  laid  down;  And  cloth'd  in  white  raiment  they  rpst  in  the  mead. 

Where  the 


9^f 


CHOEUS. 
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Lamb  doth  love  His  saints  to  lead.  Gatli'ring  home,  gath'ring  home.  Fording  the 
(44) 


"•^    -^       ■^-    T —    —       m      m      m 

f'0 [ pi 1 ■■ pF F F— 


GATHERING  HOME.-concluded. 


riv  -  er  one  by  oue;  Gatli'ring  liomc.gath'ring  home.  Yes,  one  by  one. 


•♦-  ■•-•    -fi- 


2  We,  too,  shall  come  to  the  river  side, 

One  by  one,  one  by  one; 
We  are  nearer  its  waters  each  eventide, 

Yes,  one  by  one; 
We  can  hear  the  noise  and  the  dashing  stream. 
Oft  now  and  again  thro'  our  life's  deep  dream  ; 
Sometimes  the  dark  floods  all  the  banks  overflow. 
Sometimes  in  ripples  and  small  waves  go. 

3  Jesus,  Redeemer,  we  look  to  Thee, 

One  by  one,  one  by  one  ; 
We  lift  up  our  voices  tremblingly, 

Yes,  one  by  one  ; 
The  waves  of  the  river  are  dark  and  cold. 
We  know  not  the  place  where  our  feet  may  hold; 
O  Thou  who  didst  pass  thro'  in  deepest  midnight. 
Now  guide  us,  send  us  the  stall' and  light. 


No.  45. 

Eev.  S.  F.  Smith. 


TO-DAY.    6&4. 


Db.  L.  Mason,  1831. 


^E3EEE3 


ye  benighted  sonls.  Why  longer  roam  ? 
in  these  sacred  walls  To   Jesus  bow. 


3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls: 

For  refuge  fly ; 
The  storm  "of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day; 

Yield  to  His  power; 
Oh.  grieve  Him  not  away; 
'Tis  mercy's  hour.    (45) 


No.  46. 

Mrs.  V. 

I 


NEARER  THE  CROSS. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Khapp,  by  per. 

4- 


1.  Near-er  the  cross,  my  heart  can  say,    I'm  com-ing  near  -  er, 

2.  Near-er  the  Christian's  raer-cy  -  seat,  I'm  com-ing  near  -  er, 
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Near-er    the  cross  from  day  to    day,     I'm  com-ing  near  -  er ; 
Feasting  my  soul    on    man  -  na  sweet,  I'm  com-ing  near  -  er  ; 
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where  Je  -  sus  died,  Near-er    the  fountain's 
more  clear   I    see    Je  -  sus  who  gave  Hiu)- 
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near-er,  I'm  coming  near-er. 
near-er.  Still  coming  near-er. 


Nearer  in  prayer  my  hope  aspires, 

I'm  coming  nearer; 
Deei>er  the  love  my  soul  desires, 

I'm  coming  nearer; 
Nearer  the  end  of  toil  and  care, 
Nearer  the  crown  I  soon  shall  wear, 

Im  coming  nearer. 


(46) 


No.    47. 


BATTLING  FOR  THE  LORD. 


Semi-Chobus, 


Theodore  E.  Perkins. 
Chobds. 


1.  We've  list  -  ed  in      a      ho  -  Ij'  war,    Battling  for  the 

2.  We've  gird  -  ed  on  our    armor  bright,  Battling  for  the 

3.  We'll  stand  like  he-roes     on   the  field,  Battling  for  the 

4.  Though  sin  and  death  our  way  oppose,  Battling  for  the 

5.  And    when  our  glorious  war  is  o'er,  Battling  for  the 

1^         I         d     -*■ 
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Lord ! 
Lord ! 
Lord ! 
Lord ! 
Lord! 
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Semi-Chobus. 
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E  -  ter  -  nal  life,  our  guiding  star,  Battling  for  tlie  Lord  ! 
Our  Captain's  word  our  strengtirand  might.Battlingfor  the  Lord! 
And  no  -  bly  fight  but  nev  -  er  yield.  Battling  for  the  Lord ! 
Thro'  grace  we'll  conquer  all  our  foes.  Battling  for  the  Lord ! 
We'll  shout  sal-va  -  tion   ev-er-more.     Battling  for  ilie    Lord! 

->^-., — \- — p>; — 1^!-« J — ^m • . ~ .*- 


We  11  work  till    Je  -  sus  comes,  We'll  work  till  Je  -  sus  comes, 


Ue'llwork    till    Je  -  sus  comes.  And  then  we'll  rest  at    home. 
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No.  48.  I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 

Miss  Hanket.  Wm.  G.  Fischeb,  by  per. 

:|,4-^-4- — ,-:;==|:-';±:jr=3=n: 


1.  1    love    to  tell    the    sto-ry;    Of    un  -  seen  tilings  a-bove, 

2.  I    love    to  tell    the    sto-ry;  More  won-der - ful    it  seems 

'      J.       >    '        '         ' 
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Of     Je  -  sus  and    His  glo  -  rj%  Of     Je  -  sus  and  His    love. 
Thau  all  the  gold-eu    fan  -  cies  Of    all    our  gold-en  dreams. 

^^.    1     — I — r! 1 1 i r* *^' — • — r»- 


--^■4 


S  W~^ — 1-4— -J — « — « — F 


I    love    to  tell  the  sto  -  ry,     Be-cause  I    know 
I    love    to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;    It    did    so  much 


it's 
for. 


^m^^^^^^m 


true : 
me! 


It     sat  -  is-ties    my  long-irigs,  As    noth-ing  else  can    do. 
And  that  is  just  the  rea  -  son     I     tell    it    now  to    thee. 


I 
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love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry,  'Twill  be  my  theme  in  glo  -  ry, 
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I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY.-concluded. 


P^=^=S^ 


To    tell    the  old,  old  sto-rv, 

9 — (C- 


Of    Je  -  sus  and 


His 


love. 
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I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
AVhat  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation, 

From  God's  own  holy  word. 


I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Sonu', 
'Twill  be  the  Old,  Old  Story^ 

That  I  have  luved  so  long  ! 


JV^o.  4:9. 

Rev.  A.  ToPT,AT>Y. 


ROCK  OF  AGES. 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings. 

_K   _J I I     ^^__   Fine, 


1.  Rock  of    A  -  ges,  cleft  for    me.    Let  me  hide  myself  in    Thee; 
,c.— Be     of    sin  the  dou-ble  cure,  Save  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 
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Let  the  wa-ter  and  the  blood,  From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flowed. 

-       -    -0- 
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2  Not  the  labor  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

3  In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress, 


Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly, 
AVash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 
4  Wiile  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyes  shall  close  in  death. 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, — 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  iu  Thee. 

(49) 


No.  50.        JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETH  BY. 

Miss  Eta  Camtbeix.  Tbeodobe  K.  Pebeiks. 


1.  "What  means  this  ea-ger,  anxious  throng,Which  moves  with  bu-sy 

2.  A-gain  He  comes !  From  place  to  place  His    ho  -  ly  foot-prints 
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haste  a-long— Tliese  wondrous  gathering    day     by  day  ?  What 
we    can  trace.    He    paus  -  cth    at      our    threshold — nay,    He 
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means  this  strange  com  -  mo  -  tion,  pray  ?  In     ac-cents  hush'd  the 
en  -  ters— con  -  de-scends    to    stay.  Shall  we     not  glad  -  ly 
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throng  re  -  ply:   ' 
raise    the    cry:   ' 

^         >    0. 
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'  Je  -  BUS  of  Naz  -  a-reth  pass  -  eth 
'  Jo  -  su3  of  Naz  -  a-reth  pass  -  eth 

0..^»    0   ^'t   i     ^      *■ 

by." 
by?" 

Shall 
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JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETH  BY.-concluded. 


accents  bush'd  the  throng  reply:"  Je-sus   of  Naz-a-retli  passeth  by." 
we  not  glad-ly  raise  the  cry : "  Je  -  sus    of  Naz-a-reth  passelh  by." 


3  Ho !  all  ye  heavj'-Iaden  come  ! 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest  and 

home. 
Ye  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face. 
Return,  accept  His  profl'ered  grace, 
Ye  tempted  ones,  there's  refuge 

nigh : 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by."' 


But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse. 
And  all  His  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn, 
Your  bitter   prayer   for    pardon 

spurn. 
"Too  late!  too  late  !"  will  be  the 

cry— 
' '  Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  x^o-ssed 

b>/." 


No.  51. 

Geo.  Heath,  1781. 


LABAN.    S.  M. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason,  1830. 
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1.  My  soul,    be    on    thy  guard, 

2.  O  watch,  and  fight,  andpray ; 


I 

Ten  thousand  foes    a  -  rise; 
The  bat -tie  ne'er  give  o'er; 
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The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard,    To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
Re  -  new    it  bold-ly     ev  -  ery  day.  And  help  di  -  vine  implore. 


■0-   X 


-• •-ri 1 


3  Ne'er  think  the  vict'ry  won. 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down : 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done. 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 


4  Then  persevere  till  death 

Shall  l)ring  thee  to  thy  God; 
He'll   take   thee,  at  thy  parting 
breath, 
To  His  divine  abode.  (6 1) 


No.  52, 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


WHY  NOT  TELL  JESUS  ALL? 


xsx 


1.  Come,  wea  -  ry  wand'  -  rer,     to  the    dear    Sav  -  iour  now, 

2.  Come,  wea  -  ry  waud'  -  rer,     He  has  borne  with    you  long, 

3.  Come,  wea  -  ry  wand'  -  rer,  there  is     room    at      the  cross, 

4.  Come,  wea  -  ry  wand'  -  rer,  bear  the    sweet  voice    a  -  i;ahi, 
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How 
Still 
There 
Do 


can 
He 
in 
not 


you  sH:;ht  His 
repeats     the 

con  -  tri 
re  - ject 
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tion 
the 


_c;ra  -  cious  call  ?  Sin  is  a  bur  - 
lov  -  ini;    call.     Come,  heavy  -   la  - 

meek  -  ly  fall;  Tell  the  Redeem - 
ten  -  der  call ;    Come  with  vour  sor  - 


I^— 


cd: 


-(??- 


den,    and  you  long    to    be  free,  "Why  not  tell  Je  -  sus 

den,     He     is    wait  -  ing  for  you,  Why  not  tell  Je  -  sus 

-  er    how  your  heart  is  oppressed,  Why  not  tell  Je  -  sus 

row,   and    be  -  lieve  on  theLord,  Why  not  tell  Je  -  sus 


all? 
all? 
all? 
all? 


Tell  Je- sus  all.    Tell  Je  -  sus  all.  Why  not  tell  Je 


m^ 
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sus    nil? 
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Copyright,  1879,  by  Theodore  E.  Perkins. 


WHY  NOT  TELL  JESUS  ALL?-concluded. 


:x 
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Full  at  His  feet,  confess  to  Him  your  sins,  Why  not  tell  Jesus  nil  ? 


/    t' 


^"o.  53.  DENNIS.    S.  M. 

Eev.  John  Fawcett,  1772. 


From  H.  G.  Nageli. 


^~  ^_  I         ^T  • — -*■ 

1.  Blest    be     the     tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in   Christian  love; 

2.  Be-  fore  our    Fa-ther's throne,  "We  pour  our    ar-deut prayers : 
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The    fel-low  ship    of  kindred  minds    Is     like  to   that   a  -  bove. 
Our  fears,  our  liopes,our  aims  are  one-  -Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

^  ^  '^  \  P  ^  ■  "^ 

E 


r 


T" 


m 1 — r^'r      — r • 1 1 *  ■  — r^ — n 


3  We  share  our  mutual  woes: 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  join'd  in  heart, 
•  And  hope  to  meet  again. 


I 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free. 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship 
Through  all  eternity.        [reign 

(53) 


No.  54.  THE  ROCK  THAT  IS  HIGHER. 

E.  Johnson.  Wm.  G.  Fischeb,  by  per. 


:^J 
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1.  Oh,  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep.And  rough  seems  the  path 
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to    the  goal,  And  sor  -  rows  sometimes  how  they  sweep,  Like 
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CHORUS. 
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tempests  down  o-ver  the    soul.    Oh,  then  to  the  Rock  let  me 

I  I         ,S     N 
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flv,     (let  me    fly,)  To  the    Rock  that  is    high  -  er  than 

—  0 T»  —  0 0 0- 
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THE  ROCK  THAT  IS  HIGHER.-cokcluded. 


Oh.  sometimea  how  long  seems  the  day, 
And  sometimes  how  weary  my  feet; 

But  toiling  in  life's  dusty  way, 
The  Rock's  blessed  shadow  how  sweet. 

CH0KU3. 

Oh,  then,  to  t  he  Rock  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly 
To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  1: 

Oh,  then  to  the  Rock  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly. 
To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 


Oh,  near  to  the  Rock  let  me  keep. 

If  blessings,  or  sorrows  prevail; 
Or  climbing  the  mountain  way  steep, 

Or  walking  the  shadowy  vale. 
Chorus. 
Then,  quick  to  the  Rock  I  can  fly,  I  can  fly 

To  tllb  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I: 
Then,  quick  to  the  Rock  I  can  fly,  I  can  fly 

To  the  Rock  that  Is  higher  than  I. 


No.  55. 

CHARLEa  Wesley. 


JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 


S.  B.  Mabbh. 
JFlne, 


J    Je-sus,  lov-er    of  my  soul,    Let  me  to  Thy  bo  -  som    fly,    I 
j  While  the  nearer  waters  roll.  While  the  tempest  still  is     high;  j 


D.c.  Safe  in  -  to  the  ha  -  ven  guide,  Oh,  receive  my  soul  at 

-«-    •*•   -«'-     _     -19-    ■»■   -i9-         -i9-    -0-    -iS-    A-    ->9-.  ^  . 


last. 


D.S. 
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nide-me,  0  my  Saviour  hido,      Till  the  storm  of  life  is    past; 
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Other  refuge  liave  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

3. 
Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find: 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  Name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness: 

Vile,  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound; 

Make  me,  keep  me,  imre  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  lake  of  Thee; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart. 

Rise  to  all  eternity.  (55) 


No.  56. 

Ella  Cheek. 


JESUS,  I  AM  WAITING  NOW. 


J.  H.  Andeeson,  by  per. 


1.  Je  -  sus,      I    am  wait -ing  now,  Wea  -  ry,  worn,  and  weak; 
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Ah  !    the  cross,  Fm  bend-ing    low,  Peace  and  rest     I     seek. 
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Je  -  sus,     I    am    wait  -  ing  now,  Long-ing    to      be    blest ; 

I  i  !  I  I  1^         I  ^^     ^       M.'     JL      .Ci-^ 
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Speak  the  bless  -  ed  word  to     me,  "  Come,  I'll  give  you  rest." 


9- 
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2  Long  I've  wandered  far  from  Thee, 

In  the  path  of  sin ; 
Let  my  sorrow  plead  for  me; 
Jesus,  take  me  m.—Clio. 

3  Chase  my  heart's  unrest  away. 

Bid  its  troubling  cease; 
Let  me  fool  tliy  love  to-day; 
Give  mo  Thy  sweet  peace. — Clio. 


(56) 


JVo.  57. 

Miss  M.  MtTNN. 

Semi-Chokus. 

1.  One  there    is 

2.  'Ti3       e   -  ter 

3.  Bless  -  ed    Jo  - 

4.  All  your  sins 


OH,  HOW  HE  LOVES. 

Theodore  E.  Perkins.   Cop.  18G0. 
Chorus. 


a-bove  all  oth-ers—  Oh,  how  He  loves! 
-mil  lite  toknowHini — Oh,  how  He  loves  ! 
sus  1  would  you  know  Him,  Oh,  how  He  loves ! 
shall  be    for  -  giv  -  en.       Oh,  how  He  loves ! 


m^ 


Semi-Choeus. 
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His    is  love  be-yond    a    brother's— Oh,  how  He  loves  1  Earthly 
Think,  oh,  tiiink  how  much  we  owe  Him— Oh,  how  He  loves !  With  His 
Give  yourself  en- tire -ly     to  Him — Oh,  how  He  loves!  Think  no 
Backward  shall  your  foes  be  driv  -  en,— Oh,  how  He  loves !  Best  of 
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friends  may  fail  or  leave  us.  One  day  soothe,  the  next  day  grieve  us, 
precious  blood  He  bought  us,  lu  the  wil  -  der-ness  He  sought  us, 
Jong  -  er  of  the  mor-row.  From  the  past  new  courage  boV  -  row, 
blessings  He'll  provide  you,  Naught  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  you, 

-» 2 — r# a # 0 — r  #-• -* — 0 s— r* • 0' 


But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  de-ceive       us—  Oh,  how  He 

To    His   fold  He    safe  -  ly  brought   us  -  Oh,  how  He 

Je  -  sus    car-ries     all      your    sor  -  row— Oh,  how  He 

Safe      to     glo-ry    He    will   cuide  you— Oh,  how  He 


=f:2=^rTT=iz=#zz:;:=tr: 


■^■ 
loves ! 
loves ! 
loves ! 
loves ! 
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No.  58.  SCATTER  SEEDS  OF  KINDNESS. 

Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates.  S.  J.  Vail.  Cop.  1870. 
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LetU3gath-er    np  the  sunbeams  Lying  all    around  our  path; 

Strange,  we  never  prize  the  music  Till  the  sweet-voiced  bird  has  flown ! 

If  we  knew  the  ba  -  by  fingers,  Press'd  against  the  window  pane, 

Ah !  those  little  ice-cold  fiugers,now  they  point  our  mem'ries  back 

«— S— «— «-r^-#--#-     -     *^       ^       *       ^ 
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I        Let    us  keep  the  wheat  and  roses,  Casting  out  the  thorns  and  chaff;. 

Strange,  that  we  should  slight  tlie  violets, Till  the  love-ly  flow'rs  are  gone ! 

Would  be  cold  and  stiff    to-morrow — Never  trou-ble     us      a-gain — 

I        To    the  has  -  ty  words  and  actions  Strewn  along  our  backward  track ! 

^     ^  jt.*  ^  4k.    ^     ^     4t.     Ht^. 
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Let  us  find   our  sweetest  comfort    In  the  blessings    of     to-daj', 
Strange,  that  summer  skies  and  sunshine  Never  seem  one  half    so  fair, 
Would  the  bright  eyes  of  our  darl-ing  Catch  the  frown  up  -  on  our  brow ! 
How  those  lit  -  tie  hands  remind    us,    As    in  snow  -  y  grace  they  lie, 
N    N 
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With  a    pa-tient  hand  re-mov-ing    All    the  bri-ars  from  the  way. 

As  when  winter's  snow-y  pinions  Shake  the  wliite  down  in  the  air. 

Would  the  print  of    ro-sy    fingers  Vex  us  then   as  they  do  now? 

Not  to  scatter  thorns— but  ro-ses — For    our  reap-ing  by  and    by. 
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SCATTER  SEEDS  OF  KINDNESS.-cokcldded. 

CHORUS. 
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Then  scatter  seeds  of  kindness,  Tlieii  scat-ter    seeds  of  kindness, 
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Tiien  scatter  seeds  of  kindness,  For  our  reaping     by-  aud-bj'. 
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No.  59. 

G.  N.  Allen. 


CROSS  AND  CROWN. 

x^ — i — s,i! — in 


A.  Chapin. 

.J.     _J — I 


1.  Must  Je-sus  bear  tliG  cross  a -lone,  And  all  tlie  world  go  free? 

-  <9 1 — F-»& — (—-Ft 1 — 1 
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No,  there's  a  cross  for    every   one,  And  there's  a  cross  for     me. 


^•-.^-^ 
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2  How  happy  are  the  saints  ai)ove. 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here; 
,But  now  they   taste    unniingled 
love. 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 


3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear. 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free  ; 
And  tlien  go  home  my  crown  to 


wear. 
For  tliere's  a  crown  for  me ! 


(59) 


Xo.  60. 


THE  HOME  OVER  THERE. 


Eev.  D.  W.  C.  Huntington. 


T.  C.  O'Kank,  by  per. 


1.  Oh,  think  of  the  home  o-ver  there,  By  the  side  of  the  riv-er  of 

2.  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  over  there,  Who  before  usthe  journey  have 


— 1~ 


^'  0— 


-->»- 


life: 
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light.  Where  the  saints,  all   immor-tal  and     fair,     Are 

trod,  Of  thesongsthattheybreatheonthe  air,  In  there 


iS-i- 


o  -  ver  there,         j^       i 


EEFRAIN. 


robed  in  there  garments  of  white,  over  there.  Over  there, 
home    in    the  pal-ace  of  God,  over  there,   Over  there, 

-ii;-0- 


over 
over 


there, 
there. 


-0-0-0-^- 

Oh,  thhikof  the  home  over  there,  O-ver  there, 

Oh,  think ofthefriendsoverthere,         0-verthere, 


o-ver  there, 


over  there. 


(60) 


THE  HOME  OVER  THERE-coscliided. 


I S» tf- 


^^=1=H 


0-ver  there, 
0-ver  there, 


-  ver  there.  Oh,  think  of    the  home  o-ver  there, 
•  ver  there,  Oh,  think  of    the  friends  over  there. 

^  1^  •#-•■*-  ■*-     ■•-.  ^ 
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My  Saviour  is  now  over  there. 
There  my  kindred  and  friends  are 
at  rest; 
Then  away  from  my  sorrow  and  care. 
Let  me  tiy  to  the  land  of  the  blest. 

Over  there,  over  there, 
My  Saviour  is  now  over  there. 


I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there, 
For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see; 

Many  dear  to  my  heart,  over  there. 
Are  watchin<;-  and  waithig  for  me. 

Over  there,  over  there, 
I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 


ARLINGTON.    CM. 


Thos.  a.  Abne. 


1.  Am     I 

2.  Must   I 


a    sol-dier 
be  carried 


JL'^   42-   .i9. 


of  the  cross— A  foll'wer  of  the  Lamb, 
to  the  skies  On  flower}' beds  of  ease; 
.^L    S-    d    -)9-    -^^     -^^ 
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And  shall  I   fear  to  own  His  cause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize,  And  sail'd  thro'  bloody  seas? 


■^    —    -(2.  .^^ 


Are  there  no  foes  for  me  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 

To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 


Since  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign, 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord; 

I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 

•  (61) 


iVb.  ii2. 


REST,  PILGRIM,  REST. 

Words  arranged  and  Music  by  Theodoee  E.  PEKKWS. 


^P=l=^=^:i=F: 
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1.  Rest    in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  0  pilgrim,  Rest,  pilgrim,   rest; 

2.  Rest    iu  the  shadow  of  the  Roclc,  O  pilgrim,  Rest,  pilgrim,   rest; 


Night  treads  close  up  -  on  the  heels  of     daj%     There     is     no 
Worn    by     jour-uey  are  the  wea  -  ry     feet.      Turn,  now,    O 


other  resting  place  this  way,  The  Rock  is  near,  Tlie  well    is  clear: 
pilgrim,  to  this  calm  retreat,     0    sweetly  rest,  By  care  oppressed. 


-y— t^— y— y- 
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Rost  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  O  Pilgrim,  Rest,  Pilgrim,   rest. 
Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  O  Pilgrim,  Rest,  Pilgrim,   rest. 


(62) 


3  Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  O  pilgrim, 

Rest,  pilgrim,  rest; 
Tlicy  who  slumber  by  the  Rock  so  dear, 
Wake  rejoicing,  for  their  home  is  near, 

P)eneath  its  shade 

Thy  bed  is  made: 
Rest  iu  the  shadow  of  the  Rock,  0  Pilgrim, 

Rest,  i^ilgrim,  rest. 


No.  63. 

Ber.  £.  Adams. 


SAFE  WITHIN  THE  VAIL. 


N     I 


J.  M.  Evans,  by  per. 


7 — ' « — r — I ,~ ■ — — i-i-«-^ — : '- -a  -,-*-• — M-  ■  *~\ 


'  Land  a  -  head  !"  its  fruits  are  wav  -  ing    O'er  the  hills    of  fade-less 

On  -  Tvard,  bark!  the  cape  I'm  rounding;  See    the  bless-ed  wave  their 

There, "let    go      the  an-chor,"  rid  -  ing    On    this  calm  and  silv  - 'ry 

Isow  we're  safe    from  all  tempt-a  -  tion.    All    the  storms  of  life    are 
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green;  And  the  liv  -  ing  waters  laving  Shores  where  heav'nly  forms  are  seen, 
hands;  Hear  the  harps  of  God  resounding  From  the  bright  immortal  bands, 
bay;    Sea- ward  fast  the  tide  is  gliding,  Shores  in  sun-Ught  stretch  away, 
past;  Praise  the  Rock  of  our  sal  -  va  -  tion,  We  are  safe  at  home  at  last. 
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CHOEUS. 


n  It  J ^N    I    I    N    I    _r 

fm ff — g — 0- 

^irr — * — 0—^0 . 0 


_^ ^— -^J-H  V. 


0'0 — *~ 


^- 


Kocks  and  storms  I'll  fear  no  more,  "When  on  that  e-ter-nal  shore;  Drop  the 
.M.    JL    .M.      —  ^'0  e  K  m     p. if 
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an  -  chor  I  Furl   the     sail ! 


safe    with-in 


the     vail ! 
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iV^o.  04:.       BRIGHTLY  GLEAMS  OUR  BANNER. 

T.  J.  PoxTEB.  Aethuk  Sullivan. 

S 


1.  Bright-ly  gleams  our  bau-ner,  Poiuting  to    the  skj-,  "Waving 

2.  Je  -  sus,  Lord,  and  Mas  -  ter,  At    Thy  sa-cred  feet,  Here  with 

3.  All    our  days    di  -  rect      us,  In    the  way  we    go,  Lead  us 

4.  Then  with  saints  and  an  -  gels  May  we  join    a  -  bove,  Oflerinir 


v—V^ 
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t^F — R! —  ^ 
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j  wand'rers  on-  ward   To  their  home  on  high;  Journeying  o'er  the 

hearts  re -joic  -  ing,  See  Thy  children  meet;  Of -ten  have  we 
on  vie  -  to  -  rious  O  -  ver  eve  -  ry  foe;  Bid  Thine  angels 
end  -  less  prais  -  es     At  Thy  throne  of    love;  When  the  toil    is 

t  1^  N  I 
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1 
des  -  ert.  Glad  -  ly  thus  we  pray,  And  with  hearts  u  -  nit  -  ed, 
left>  Thee,  Of  -  ten  gone  a  -  stray.  Keep  us,  mighty    Sav  -  lour, 
shield  us.  When  tlie  storm-clouds  lower,  Pardon  thou  and  save  us 
0    -    ver,  Then  come  rest  and  peace,— Jesus,  in  His  beau-ty;— 

1^-  r  -»•■*-•*-     -<s^      -       -       M      ■*-     a.'n^  /J 


CHORUS. 


'I It 


Take  our  heavenward  way 
In  the  nar  -  row  way. 
In  the  last  dread  hour. 
Sonars  tliat  nev  -  er    cease. 


Brightly  beams    our    ban  -  ner, 


(64) 


BRIGHTLY  GLEAMS— concluded. 


-^-^-.u-^ 


I 
Pointiii2:  to  the  skv,"\Vaviiiir  wand'rers  onward  To  their  homes  on  hiirh. 


No.  65. 

Kev.  R.  Robinson. 


NETTLETON.    8s  &  7s. 


Old  Melody. 
Finem 


^S—0 5 — \-0 0 ^_^-LJ J ^_^__L^__^_^ •_J.^_L. 


I  1 

,    ( Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing,  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace;  1 
( Streams  of  mer  -  cy,  nev  -  er  ceasing,  Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise;  j 

D.c— Praise  the  mount— I'm  fixed  upon  it !  Mount  of  Thy  redeeming  grace. 


iSSfe 


m 


^_J_H^_A 


•=l^iP 


.J_-.^__N_ 


\I>.C. 


ve; 


Teach  me  some  me-lo-dious  son-net,  Sung  by    flaming  tongues  above; 


-^—y- 


Here  I'll  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  Thy  help  Fm  come; 
And  I  hope  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  M-lien  a  stranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He  to  rescue  me  from  danger. 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be ! 
Let  Thy  goodness  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  Thee; 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord.  I  feel  it — 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love— 
Here's  my  heart,  0  take  aud  seal  it, 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 

(65) 


No.  66.^ 


ON  THE  CROSS. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Ogden,  by  per. 


1.  The  bless-ed  Sav-iour  died  for  me,    On  the  cross,  on  the  cross; 


lie  bore  my  sins  at    Cal  -  va  -  rj',   On  the    rus;  -  ged  cross. 


Be  -  liold  His  hands  and  feet  and  side,  Tlie  crown  of  thorns,  the 
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crimson  tide,"  Forgi'^  tbem, Father,"  loud  He  cried,  Ou  the  rugged  cross. 


r-j ij  w ■ 


#— ^- 
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2. 


He  now  is  calling  unto  me 
In  llis  word,  in  His  word; 

He  bids  me  drink  life's  waters  free. 
In  His  lilesscd  word. 

For  nie  His  life  He  freely  gave, 

My  guilty  soul  from  sin  to  save; 

His  precious  promises  I  have 
In  His  blessed  word. 

(66) 


3. 


0  Saviour,  touch  my  heart  of  sin, 
With  Thy  love,  with  Thy  love; 

And  let  the  light  of  glory  in, 
With  Thy  jirecious  love. 

Then  I  will  join  to  praise  Thy  nnme. 

To    spread    abroad   Thy  wondrous 
fume, 

And  all  Thy  promises  will  claim, 
With  Thy  precious  love. 


ONLY  TRUST  HIM. 

Kev.  J.  H.  Stockton,  tiy  per. 


^— b — i — —• 


1.  Come,  eve  -ly  soul  by  siii  oi)press\l.Thero'siner-cy  with  the  Lord, 

2.  For     Je  -  sus  shed  His  precious  blood  Rich  blessings  to  bestow; 

I  1  iN        I  JU  •  JL       ^  A.    JL      JS-' 
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And  He  will  sure-ly  give  you  rest.  By  trust-ing    in  His  word. 
Plunge  now  in-to    the  crimson  flood  That  waslies  white  as  snow. 


'/  I 


-3__,-S'  •-- , 


On  ■  ly  trusty  Him,  on  -  ly   trust  Him,  On  -  ly    trust  Him  now; 


imm] 


He   will  save  vou,  He  will  save  vou.  He  will  save  vou  now. 


^ #-!-# #— »— t: ;^ ; ,_tp . 1 1 1 J.I 


Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth,  the  way, 
Tliat  leads  you  into  rest; 

Believe  in  Him  without  delay, 
And  you  are  fully  blest. 


Come  then,  and  join  this  holy  Iwnd, 

And  on  to  glory  go, 
To  dwell  in  tliat  celestial  land, 

Where  jo\-3  immortal  flow. 

C67J 


No.  68.  I  AM  PRAYING  FOR  YOU. 

S.  O'Malkt  Cluff.  Ira  D.  Sakket,  by  per. 

, , I i.^iZ^ , I 

r-* — I J-p^- — ^ — •— ;*^-T=— H — I — ^-F^^^^ — 'H 


1.  1  liave    a    Saviour,  He's  pleading  ii;  glo-r}',  A  dear,  lov-ing 

2.  I  have    a    Fath-er:   to      me  Heliasgiv-en  A  hope  for     e 

3.  I  liave    a    robe; 'tis  re-splendent  iuwliitenes3,A-waiting  in 


W:l^^=MMM 
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Sav-iour  tho'eartli-friendsbefew;  And  now  He  is  watching  in 
ter  -  ni  -  ty.  bless -cd  and  true;  And  soon  will  He  call  me  to 
glo  -  r.v    my  won-der-ing  view;  Oh,  when    I    re-ceive  it    all 


J2. 
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ten-der-ness  o'er  me.  And  oh  tliat  my  Sav  -  iour  were 
meet  Him  in  heav-en,  But  oh  that  IIe"d  let  me  bring 
shiu-ing    in  brightness,  Dear  friend,  could  I      see      yor       re - 


,^:s— ^ — '' — '— F^ — ^  —^ 


_  '^ — ^- 

_p^ ^: 
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your  Saviour  too ! 
you  with  me  too ! 
ceiv-ing  one   too ! 


CHOKUS. 

- « — , — I — ^1 « — « 

& — I  g) —  » — » — 1-.» — 0—0 


T' 
For  }'ou    I    am  pray-ing,  For  you  I   am 
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I  AM  PRAYING  FOR  YOU.-conoluded. 

f  ^    PP     rail. 


pray-ing,  For  you 


am  pray-ing,  I'm  pruy-iiif 


for 


you. 


I  have  a  peace:  it  is  calm  as  a  river — 
A  peace  that  the  fi-iends  of  this  world 
never  knew; 
My  Saviour  alone  is  its  Author  and 
Giver, 
And  oh,  could  I  know  it  was  give  to 
you! 


When  Jesus  has  found  you,  tell  others 

the  fetory,  [iour  too; 

That  my  iovine:  Saviour  is  your  Sav- 

Then  pray  that  your  Saviour  may  bring 

them  to  glory, 

And  prayer  \vill  be  answered — 'twas 

answered  for  you  1 


No.  69. 

Kev.  Isaac  Watts. 


BOYLSTON.    S.M. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


;^EBq=--i=i|=g-[- — lEB^^^ 


beasts 


9^ 


1.  Not      all    the  blood   of   beasts      On   Jew-ish   al  -  turs  slain, 

2.  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb,  Takes  all  our  sins     a  -way; 
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!;ivetheguilt-y  conscience  peace,  Or  wash  a -way  the  stain. 


no-bler  name  And  rich  ■ 


3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 
Wiiile  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  l)urden  thou  did'st  bear, 

■^'hile  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree. 
And  knows  her  guilt  was  there. 
No.  70. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
•  And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 


er  blood  than  they. 

is:^t:=f:^i: 


Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
The  wond'ring  angels  see; 

Be  thou  astonish'd,  O  my  soul;* 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

lie  wept  that  we  might  weep; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear: 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 

And  there's  no  weening  there. 
■  i69) 


JVo.  71.  0,  YE  THAT  ARE  WEARY. 

Kev.  F.  BOTTOME,  D.D.  Sir  Henry  R.  Bishop. 


^!— #   L-^ « — «-C « \-t-'.0-9. — « 


I  ■ —      '         r 

1.  O,   ye  that  are  wea  -  ry  and    la  -  den  of  soul,  Come, come  to  the 

2.  O  cease  from  your  anguish  ye  toil-ers  lor    life,  For  vain  is  your 


-i9- 


^  1  ' 

fountain  that  maketh  you  whole;  Tliere's  peace  in  believing, there's 
la  -  bor  and  fruitless  your  strife,     No  hope  can  they  bring  you,  no 


rest  in  His  name.  There's  healing  for  all  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
joy  to  your  heart,  None,  none  but  the  Saviour  can  resting  impart. 
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Rest,iest,sweet, sweet  rest,In  the  bosom  of  Jesus  there  on-ly  is  rest. 
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Then  come  to  the  Saviour,  ye  weary  and  worn, 

Your  burdens  and  sorrows  for  you  He  hath  borne; 

No  anguish  that  pierced  but  ))ierced  Him  before, 

No  thorn  is  so  sharp  as  the  crown  which  He  wore. — Clio. 

Rest,  rest,  blessed  Jesus,  O  sweet  rest  at  last. 

Like  calm  on  the  ocean  when  tempest  is  past; 

The  morning-light  breaketh  in  joy  from  above. 

And  illumines  my  soul  witli  His  rainbow  of  love. — Cho. 


j^o.  72.  I  AM  WAITING  BY  THE  RIVER. 

Wm.  O.  Cdshikg.  Dr.  Thos.  Hastings. 


d=d= 


^ — I 
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1.  I  am  wait  -  ing  bj- the  riv  -  er,  And  raj' heart  has  wait  - ed    loug; 
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Now   I  think    I  hoarthe  clio-rus  Of  the  an- gel's  welcome  song, 
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I     seethedawuis    breaking  On  the  hill -tops  of  the  blest, 
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•  Where  the  wick  -  ed  cease  from  troubling 


Andthewearjr  be  at  rest." 


Far  away  beyond  the  shadows 

Of  this  weary  vale  of  tears, 
There  the  tide  of  bliss  is  sweeping 

Thro'  the  bright  and  changeless 
O!  I  long  to  be  with  Jesus,    [years; 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
"Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling. 

And  tiie  weary  be  at  rest." 


They  are  launching  on  the  river, 

From  the  calm  and  quiet  shore, 
And  they  soon  will  bear  my  spirit 

Where  the  weary  sigh  no  more: 
For  the  tide  is  swiftly  flowing, 

And  I  long  to  greet  the  blest, 
"Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou 
bhng. 

And  the  weary  be  at  rest." 

(71) 


No.  73.  SAVIOUR!  I  FOLLOW  ON. 

Chabuss  S.  Robinson,  D.D.  Kakl,  Eeden,  by  per. 


1.  Sav-iour!I     fol-low    on,  Guid-ed  by   thee,    See-ingnot 
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yet  the  handTliatleadeth    me;    Hushed  be    my  heart  and  still, 
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Fear 
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no    fur  - ther 


ill. 


On  -  ly     to  meet  Thy     will 
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My    will    shall  be. 
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2  Riven  the  rock  for  me 
Thirst  to  relieve,, 
Manna  from  heaven  falls 
Fresh  every  eve ; 
II :  Never  a  want  severe 
Causeth  my  eye  a  tear, 
But  thou  dost  whisper  near, 
"Only  believe! ''  :|| 


3  Often  to  Marah's  brink 
Have  I  been  brought: 
Shrinking  the  cup  to  drink, 
Help  fhave  sought; 
Ij :  And  with  the  prayer's  ascent, 
Jesus  the  branch  hath  rent, 
Quickly  relief  hath  sent. 
Sweetening  the  draught.  :| 
(72) 


Saviour !  I  long  to  walk 
Closer  with  thee ; 

Led  by  thy  guiding  hand, 

Ever  to  be ; 
:  Constantly  near  thy  side,. 

Quickened  and  purified. 

Living  for  him  who  died 
Freely  for  me!  :|| 


No.  74. 


AROUND  THE  CROSS. 


Words  and  Music  by  Robeet  Kdwaedb. 
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1. 

2. 
3 

is 
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An     o  -  pen  fountain  rich  and  clear  Around  the  cross  I      see. 
Be -hold!  behold!  the  bleeding  Lamb,  He  comes  to  .vou  once  more  ; 
He  speaks  in  love's  sweet  kindly  tone,  To  ease  your  troubled  breast. 
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Where  sinners  go,  and  quench  their  thirst,  And  lo !  the  draught  is  free. 
Oh!  do  not  bid  him  go  a  -  way.  As  you  have  done  be -fore. 
Ye!  wea-ry  souls, come un  -  to    me,  And  I      ti-rf^ give jou  rest. 
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Around  the  cross,  around  the  cross,  Sal-va-tion's  gift    is     free. 
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By  Je-sus  purchased  with  his  blood  That  flowed  for  -'you  and  me." 


W-^ 


Why  treat  so  ill  your  dearest  friend 
Who  bled  and  died  for  you  ? 

He  pleads  your  cause  before  the 
throne 
As  Qone  but  He  could  do.— Cho. 


Raised    by  the   cross   around   the 
throne. 

When  life's  short  day  is  o'er, 
Our  souls  the  glories  of  the  cross, 

Shall  praise  forever  more. 


Copyright,  1878,  by  Robert  Edwards. 
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No.  75.  TO  THEE,  MOST  HOLY  LIGHT. 

Chables  F.  Dekms.  Theodore  E.  Pejikins. 
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1.  To  Thee  most  Ho  -  \y  Light,     I    bow  with  blinded     eyes; 

2.  I    see    Thy    lov-iug    fuce;    0,     let      me  hear  Tliy  voice: 

3.  Siace  I    have  heard  and  seen,     I    come    as    lep  -  ers    come : 

4.  I    see,      I    hear,    I     feel,  That  love  has  made  me  Thine; 
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0  Lord,    re-store  my  sight,  0    Lord,    re-store  my  sight,  Li 

With  thrill -ing  notes  of  grace,  Willi  thrilling  notes   of  grac3.  My 

Lord,  touch  and  make  me  clean,  Lord,  touch  an<l  make  me  clean:  And 

Thy  might-y   heart   re-veal.  Thy   might -y  heart     re-veal:  Lord, 

^       N        ^  -       .       -       - 


BEFEAIN. 
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mer  -  cy  bid  me  rise.    O  Je-sus.  save  for  Thine  own  sake.  Take  all  my 
deafen'dears  rejoice, 
send  me  to  my  home 
more  and  more  to  mine. 
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sins  away :   O  Father,  save  for  Jesus'  sake.  And  drive  my  griefs  away. 
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Copyright,  1879,  by  Theodore  E.  Periling. 
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yo.  70. 

Josephine  Pollakd. 


WHY,  SINNER,  WHY? 

From  "  Crystal  Songs,^'  by  per. 


Lucy  J.  Rider. 


1.  Why    wilt  thou  not      re- lent?  "SVhj',     sin  -  ner,    why? 

2.  Dost    thou  not    hear   His  voice,  Come,  sin  -  ner,  come? 

3.  Un  -  to    the    mer  -  cy  -  seat,     Fly,     siu  -  ner,      fly; 
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Why  wilt  thou  not  re -pent?  Why,  sin  -  ner,  why? 
Bid  -  ing  thee  make  tl.y  choice,  Come,  sin  -  ner,  come  : 
Un  -  to    the      fcjav-ioui-'s     feet,      Fly,      siu  -  ner,      fly: 


§iEl?^ 


Je  -  sus  dra^vB  near  to -clay,     His    mer-cy     to      display; 
He    will    es  -  cai)e     af  -  ford,  From  the    de-stroy - er's  sword ; 
This      is    thy    dav     of  grace,  Je  -  sus    uu- veils  His  face: 


-y=E-^ 


1^: 


-I — 
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Why    wilt  thou  turn      a -way?    Whj',  sin  -  ner,  why? 

Un    -  to    thy  wait  -  ing  Lord    Come,  sin  -  ner,  come. 

Uu    -  to    His  glad    embrace       Fly,  sin  -  ner,  fly. 


No.  77.  MY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE. 

Kev.  Ray  Palmeb,  D.  D.  Dr.  Thos.  Hastings. 
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1.  My  faith  looks    up 


e^!e^I3 


to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va  -  ry; 
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Sav-iour  di-vine;  Now  hear  me  wliile    I    pray;  Take  all    my 
-fSs.         I  I  jZ-      ^      4t.      .m.  '  JL      .S2.  _- 


guilt    a -way;  0, 
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let    me,  from  this  day,     Be  whol-ly  Thine. 

±   42.       -^      it       .^ 


2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart: 

My  zeal  inspire; 
As  Thou  liast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be — 

A  living  lire. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  Thou  my  guide: 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away. 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

4  Wlien  ends  life's  transient  dream: 
Wlien  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll; 
Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love, 
Fear  and  distress  remove; 
O  bear  mo  safe  above,- 

A  ransom'd  soul. 


"No.  78.     llvKE— Bethany. 

1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee! 
Ev'ri  tliough  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven; 
All  tliat  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thoe ! 


(76) 
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JVo.  79.  ARISE,  MY  SOUL^  ARISE. 

Eev.  Chaeles  Wesley. 
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A-rise,  my  soul,  a  -  rise,  Shake  ofl  tby  guilt  -  y    fears   The 
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In     my   be-half    ap -pears; 


-# — h— 


ip 

;       Be- 

1^ 


d2=:]=J 


fei 


fore  the  throue  my    Sure  -  ty  stands,    My  name    is      writ-  ten 
1^ » • ^ ^ 
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on    His  hands,  My  name  is    writ-ten     on 


His 


hands. 
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2  He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercpde, 
His  all  redeemiiii;'  love, 

His  precious  blood  to  ])le:id; 
His  ])lood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary; 
They  pour  efiectual  prayers. 
They  strongly  plead  for  me: 
Forgive  him,  oh,  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor" let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 


■t  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One: 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son: 
His  Spirit  ansM'ers  to  the  Ijlood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 
5  My  God  is  reconciled; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear; 
He  owns  me  for  His  child; 

I  can  no  longer  fear; 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father  cry.  (77) 


No,  80. 


JESUS  WILL  WELCOME  ME. 


T.  E.  P. 


1.  My  spir  -  it     in    liope  is     re  -  joic  -  ing,    The  prospect,  tho' 

2.  How  sweet  are  tlie   vis -ions  of    rap  -  ture,Wluchof- ten    by 

3.  Dear  Saviour,    I    long  to     be -hold  tliee,     I    long  in    thy 
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dis-tant,  I       see^—  A   man-sion  prepared  for    the  faith  -  ful, 
faith  I      be  -  hold:  The  saints  in  their  grrments  of  beau  -  ty, 
im-age    to       rise;  Oh, when,  like  a     bird  on     its  pin-  ions, 
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CHOKUS. 
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Where  an -gels  are  wait-ing    for      nie 
A     cit  -  y  where  streets  are  of     gold! 
Sai',whenshall  I    soar  to    the  skies? 


Je-sus  will  give  me  a 
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wel    -    come  there, 
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Je  -  sus 
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Je  -  sua   will     wel-come   lue  there, 


come  there, 


els    are  cheer- in g 
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DU3    will     wel-come   me  tiicrc, 
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Gels     are 


JESUS  WILL  WELCOME  ME.-cu.ncluded. 
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ward, 


Je  -  sus  will  welcome  me       borne. 


iHi 


-y- 


y— tv-— ^ 


cheer -ing    me     on  -  ward, 


2^0.  St. 

C.  Elliott. 


I  CLING  TO  THEE. 
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1.  O    Ho -ly  Sav-iour!  Friend  uii-seen,  Since  on  thine  arm  tliou 

2.  AVhat  tlio'  the  world  de  -  celt  -  ful  prove,  And  earthly  friends  and 
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bid'st   me     lean,    Help  me  throughout  life's  changin:: 
hopes    re-move;  M'ith    pa-tlent,  un-com-pluln-in^ 
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scene, 
love, 
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By  faith  to  cling  to  Thee. 
Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee.      ^ 

^=22T|:ti:d] 


i9- 


3  Though  oft  T  seem  to  tread  alone 
Life's  drenry  waste,  with  thorns 

o'er-grown, 
Thy  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone. 
Still  whispers,  "  Clhig  to  me  !  " 
Thouuh  faith  and  hope  are  often 

trietl, 
I  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside; 
So  safe,  so  calm,  so  satislied. 
The  soul  tliat  clings  to  Thee ! 
(79) 


iV^o.  82.     GIVE  YOURSELF  TO  JESUS,  WHOLLY. 

Kajkl  Eeden,  by  per. 
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1.  Give  yourself  to  Je-sus,  wliol -h-,  He  has  bought  j'ou  with  His 

2.  Give  yourself  to  Je-sus,  whol-ly,    His       to   be   e-ter-nal- 

3.  Give  yourself  to   Je-sus,  wliol  -  ly,      Ou    His  bosom  lean  and 
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blood;    He       de  -  sir  -  eth  your    sal  -  ya  -  tion ;  He  would  bring 
ly;   Where  and  wh  at  j-our  Lord  would  have  J'OU  Ev  -  cr    wil - 
rest;        In     His  love  se-cure  a  -bid-ing;    la    that  love 
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you  home  to    God:     Small  re-turn    for  love   so    ten  -  der, 
ling  just    to      be:       Fol  -  low  close-ly  where  He    lead -eth, — 
complete -ly    blest:     All  your  hearts  to  Him  up-  lift  -  ed, 
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Small  re-turn  for  love  so  true,  Is  your  heart  with  all  its 
It  will  be  in  pastures  sweet;  Hap-i)y  if  for  Je  -  sus 
All  your  will    iu   His   cou-trol;    Be  your  life  one  glad  com - 
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GIVE  YOURSELF  TO  JESUS,  WHOLLY. -coscluded. 
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No.  83. 

Kev.  Dk.  Watts. 


THERE  IS  A  LAND. 


Geo.  F.  Root,  by  per. 


'■{ 


There  is       a  land   of  pure  delight.  Where  saints  immortal  reicn ;  [ 


E  -  ter-nal  day  excludes  the  night,  And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
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There  ev  -  er-last-ing spring  abides,  And  nev  -  er  withTing flowers; 
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Death,  like    a  nar-row  sea  divides  This  heavenly  land  of     ours. 
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2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling 
flood 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between : 


3  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses 
stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
No  Jordan   stream  of  death's  cold 
flood, 
Sliould  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
(81) 


No.  84:. 

Mrs.  M.  A.  KiDDEB. 


THINE  EYE  CAN  SEE. 


Thkodobe  E.  Pekkins. 


1.  Dear  Sav-iour,    all       I  think 

2.  Do  clouds  obscure     my  morn 

3.  When  even-ing  sha-dows  o'er 

4.  If     I    would  serve  thee  day 


and  do    Thine  ej'e  can  see; 

■  ing sun? Thine  eye  can  see; 

me  creep,  Thine  eye  can  see; 

by    day,  Thine  eye  can  see; 
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My    man  -  y  wants,  my     tri  ■ 
Do  friends  for-sake    me     one 
When  on    my    pil  -  low  calm 
If     from  thy  pleas-ant  paths 
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al3,   too,  Thine  eye  can 

by  one?Tl)ine  ej-e  can 

I  sleep,  Thine  eye  can 

'  I    stray.  Thine  eye  can 
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see; 
see; 
see; 
see; 
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Where-e"er    I  dwell    it     mat-ters  not,    My  home    a    pal-aco 
Have     I     no  home,  no     rest-ing place?  Still  opened  are  Tiune 
I    thank  Thee  for  Thy  watchful  care.  How  sweet  Thy  ten-der 
Oh,    take  my  heart,  my    will    sub-due,  And  may    I    ev  -  er 
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or  a  cot.  Thank  God  !  whatever  be  my  lot,  Thine  eye  can  see. 
arms  of  grace,  The  tear  of  sor-row  on  my  face  Thine  eye  can  see. 
love  to  share.  And  know  that  every  grief  I  bear  Thine  eye  can  see. 
keep  in  view.  That  all    I  think  and  all    I   do.  Thine  ej-e  can  see. 
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(82) 


THINE  EYE  CAN  SEE. -concluded. 


CHOEUS. 
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Tbiue    eye     caa 


see, 


Thine    eve    caa 


see,     Thank 
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mj'  lot,   Thine  eye     can      see. 
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No.  S5. 

^€v.  Chas.  Wesley. 


DEPTH  OF  MERCY. 


C.  II.  Von  TTzBiat. 


1.  Depth  of  nier  -  cy !  can  t]iere  Le     Mer  -  cy  still  reserved  for  nie  ? 

2.  1  have  long  withstood  His  grace;  Long  provokedHim  to  His  face; 

3.  Now,  in-cline  me  to    re  -pent;  Let    me  now  my  sins  lament: 


fe=^ 


Can  my  God  His  wrath  for- bear? Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare ? 
Would  not  hearken     to     His   calls.  Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 
Now  my  foul  re  -  volt  de  -  plore,  Weep,  believe,  and  siu  uo  more. 
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JVo.  86.  NOT  NOW,  MY  CHILD. 

Mrs.  Catherike  Penefathkr,  1863.  Iea  D.  Sanket  bj-  per. 

Slow,  and  tvilh  expression. 


1.  Not    now,     1113' child — a        lit  -  lie  more  rough  tossing,     A 

2.  Not    now;    for     I     have  wanderers  iu    the'distunce,  And 
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lit--  tie  long-er      on  the    bil-low's  foam;  A  few  morejournojings 
thou  must  call  them  iu  with  patient  love ;  Not  now,    for  I  have 
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in  the  desert  darkness,  And  then,  the  sunshine  of  thy  Father's  Home! 
sheep  uijon  the  mountains.  And  thou  must  follow  them  where'er  they  rove. 
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3  Not  now,  for  I  have  loved  ones  sad  and  weary; 

Wilt  thou  not  cheer  them  with  a  kindly  smile  ? 
Sick  ones,  who  need  thee  in  their  lonely  sorrow; 
Wilt  thou  not  tend  them  yet  a  little  while  ? 

4  Not  now;  for  wounded  hearts  are  sorely  bleeding, 

And  thou  must  teach  those  widowed  hearts  to  sing: 
Not  now;  for  orphans'  tears  are  quickly  falhng. 
They  must  be  gathered  'neatli  some  sheltering  wing 

5  Go,  with  the  name  of  Jesus,  to  the  dying, 

And  speak  that  Name  in  all  its  living  power; 
Why  should  thy  fainting  heart  grow  cliill  and  weary? 
Canst  thou  not  watch  with  Me  one  little  hour? 

6  One  little  hour !  and  then  the  glorious  crowning, 

The  golden  harp-strings,  and  the  victor's  palm; 
One  little  hour!  and  then  the  hallelujah  ! 
Eternity's  long,  deep,  thanksgiving  psalm ! 


HORTON.    7s, 


87. 

1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jenus  loves  to  answer  prayer: 
He  himself  hath  bid  thee  pray, 
Rise  and  ask  without  delay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring ; 
For  his  grace  and  power  are  snch, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin  ; 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ! 
Let  Thy  blood  for  sinners  epilt. 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  giult ! 

4  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  bi-east;  [lain. 
There,  Thy  blood-bought  right  main- 
And,  without  a  rival,  reign. 

NEWTON. 

88. 

1  Lord,  we  come  before  Tliee  now  ; 
At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow  ; 

O,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ; 

Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 

2  Lord,  on  Tliec  our  souls  depend  ; 
In  cominussion  now  descend; 

Fill  oui-  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace  ; 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  piaise. 

3  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn; 
Let  the  time  of  joy  retnrn  ; 

TI)ose  that  are  cast  down,  lift  np  ; 
Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  liope. 

4  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Tliee  a  God  supremely  kind; 
Heal  the  sick  ;  the  captive  free; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  Thee. 

HAMMOND. 


89. 

1  Lord,  'tis  sweet  to  mingle  where 
Christians  meet  for  social  prayer  ; 
O,  'tis  sweei  with  them  to  raise 
Songs  of  holy  joy  and  praise  ! 

2  From  Thy  gracious  presence  flows 
Bliss  that  softens  all  our  woes  ; 
While  Thy  Spirit's  holy  fire 
Warms  our  hearts  with  pure  desire. 

3  Here  we  supplicate  Thy  throne; 
Here, Thy  pard'niiig  grace  is  known, 
Here,  we  learn  Thy  righteous  ways, 
Taste  Thy  love,  and  sing  Thy  praise. 

4  Thus  with  prayer  and  lij'nms  of  joy 
We  tlio  lajipy  liours  employ  ; 
liove  and  long  to  love  Tliee  more. 
Till  from  earth  to  heaven  we  soar. 

TUltNEB. 

90. 

1  Comic  !  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice. 
Come,  and  make  my  path  your  choice: 

1  will  guide  vou  to  your  home: 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  come. 

2  Thou,  who  homeless  and  forlorn, 
Long  has  boi-ne  the  proudworld's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  wanderer,  hitlier  haste. 

3  Te  Avho  tossed  on  beds  of  pain 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn: 

4  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  tiows  for  every  wound  ! 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

(35) 


No.  91. 

Fanny  Ckosbt. 


THE  MANSIONS  ABOVE. 

Theodore  E.  Perkino. 
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In    the  house  of     my  Fa-ther    a- bove,  There  are  mansions  pro- 
When  I  wea  -  ry     of     la  -  bor  and  loil,  And  with  sor-row  my 
I   have  friends  in  those  mansions  a- bove;  They  are  waiting  me 
Oh     I    long  for  those  mansions  a-  bove,  Yes    I  long  their  bright 
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vid  -  ed    for     me,  Where  my    soul     in    the      ful  -  ness    of 
heart     is    op  -  prest,  Then     my    Sav- lour  comes  near,  and    I 
now     on   the  shore;  And     I    know    we  shall  meet    on    the 
glo  -  ry     to     see,     And    to     join     the  glad    host     in    the 
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joy  shall  a- wake  From  its  bod-  y  of  sin,  to  be 
tliink  with  de-  light,   Of  the    beau  -  ti  -  ful  mansions   of 

por-tals  of  light,Wlien  a  few  fleet -ing days siiall  be 
praise  of    my  Lord,  Who  haspurchasedtliosemansionsfor 


free, 
rest, 
o'er, 
me. 
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I      shall  go    to    that  home  by  and    by,    (by  and  by,)  And  my 
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THE  MANSIONS  ABOVE.-concluded. 
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Saviour  will  welcome  me  there  (by  and  by)  He  will  crown  me  with  life 


He  will  fill  me  with  joy,  And  bis  gar-ment  of  love  I  shall  wear. 
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Sir  John  Boweing. 


RATHBUN.    8s&73. 
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Ithamar  Conket. 
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1  In  tl)e  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time, 

All  the  lliiht  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  wops  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive  and  fears  aiinoj% 

Never  shall  tlie  Cross  forsake  me; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

Froni  the  Cross  the  radiance  strenm- 
Adds  new  lustre  to  tiie  da}',  [ing, 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleas- 
By  the  cross  aresanctified;   [ure. 

Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  meas- 
ure. 
Joys  that  thought  all  time  abide. 
(87) 


No.  93. 


01  THE  BELOVED  CITY. 


8.  J.  Vail. 


:^^|-¥-» 


1.  0!  the  be  -  lov  -  ed    Gi  -  ty,    that  love  and  jus-ticc    bless! 

2.  In   the  be  -  lov  -  cd    Ci  -  ty    The  glo  -  ry  doth    a  -  bide; 
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0      ci   -  ty     of   e  -  ter -nal  peace  !0  mount  of    ho  -  li-ncss! 
'Tl3    aye   the  summer  of    the  year,  The hei2,ht  of  sum-mer- tide! 
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s  land, 
)t  die; 
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Tlie    Zi  -  on    of     tlie  lof  -  ty    One,  tlie  light  of  Beu-lah's  land. 
It      is     the  lon;^ -lost  E  -  den  clime,  Whose  beauty  doth  not  die; 
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"Where  Da-vid's  throne  and  flowering  crown,  Shall  thro' the  a-ges  stand  ! 
The  palm  -  y  prime  and  flower  i*i  time, Touched  with  e-ter  -  ni  -  tj-. 
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Ho  -  It     Ci  -  ty, 
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Hail   to  the  Ho  -  ly 


Ci-ty,      Pass-ing  the  Pat- mos dream! 
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0!  THE  BELOVED  CITY.-cu.ncluded. 


I  1 

The  soul  -  de-  sir  -  ed     Ci  -  ty,  The  New  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem 


EVAN.    C.  M. 


JVO.     i)i:.  C.  WESLET. 

1  Come,  Holy  Gliost !  oar  hearts  in- 

spire, 
Lt-t  us  tlihie  influence  prove; 
S'Urce  of  the  old  prophetic  fire  ! 
Fountuiu  of  light  uiul  love  ! 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost  1  for,  moved  by 

thee,  I 

The  prophets  ■wrote  and  spoke; 
Unlock  the  truth, — thyself  the  key;* 
LTuseal  the  sacred  book. 

3  Expand  thy  wings,  celestial  Dove  !    i 

15rnod  o'er  our  nature's  nigh.t;  | 

On  our  disordered  spirits  move,  i 

And  let  there  now  be  light.  I 

4  God   through  himself,  we  then  shall ' 

know. 
If  thou  witliin  us  shine;  | 

And  s'ound,  with  all  tliy  saints  below,  j 
The  deptlis  uf  love  divine. 

JVO.    i)o.  J.  SEWTOS. 

1  Ix  evil  long  I  took  delight, 
Uuawed  by  shame  or  fear. 
Till  a  nev."^  object  struck  my  sight, 
And  stopped  my  wild  career. 


I  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agonies  and  blood. 
Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 

As  near  His  cross  I  stood. 

Sure  never,  till  my  latest  breath, 

Can  I  forget  that  look  ; 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  witli   hia 
death. 

Though  not  a  word  He  spoke. 

My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the 
guilt; 

Aiul  plunged  me  in  despair; 
I  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt, 

And  helped  to  nail  Him  tiiere. 

A  second  look  He  gave,  which  said, 

"  I  freely  all  forgive; 
This  blond  is  for  thy  ransom  paid; 

I  die,  that  thoa  niay'st  live."' 

Thus,  while  His  death  my  sins  dis- 
plays 
In  all  its  blackest  hue, 
Sach  is  the  mystery  of  grace, 
Ii  seals  uiv  pardon  too. 

(39) 


IMMANUEL'S  LAND. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwtn,  by  per. 
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1.  The  sands  of  time  are  wast- ing, The  dawn  of  heav- en  breaks, 

2.  Oh!    Je  -  sus    is    the    foun-ta-in,  The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love; 

3.  Oh !     I      am  my    Be  -  lov  -  ed"s,  And  my    Be-lov  -  ed's  mine, 


iiik^ 


The  smn-mer  morn  I've  sig-hed  for.  The  fair,  sweet  morn  a  -  wakes, 
The  streams  on  earth  I've  tast  -  ed,  More  deep  I'll  drink  a  -  bove. 
He  brings  a  poor  vile    sin  -  ner,    In  -  to    his  house  di  -  vine. 
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Oh,  dark  hath  been  the    midnight.  But  daj-spring   is    at  hand, 

There   to     an     o-  cean    ful-ness  Ills   mer-cy   dothex-pand. 

Up  -  on  the  Rock  of      A  -  ges,  My  soul  redeemed  shall  stand, 
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And  glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  dwell  -eth 

And  glo-  ry,    glo-  ry   dwell -cih 

Where  glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry    dwell  -cUi 


In  Im  -  man  -uel's  land, 
111  Im  -man  -uel's  land. 
In     Im -man -uel's  land, 
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IMMANUEL'S  LAND. -concluded. 
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Im-man-uel's  land 

1  ^^ 
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FOREST.    L.  M. 
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Chapin. 
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1  0,  THAT  my  load  of  sin  Tvere  gone  ! 
O,  that  I  could  at  last  submit, 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  me  down, 
To  lay  nij  soul  at  Jesus'  feet ! 

2  Ee6t  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find, 
Fountain  of  rest,  Tbou,  Saviour,  art, 

Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  thine  image  ou  my  heart. 

3  Fain  would  I  leamof  thee,my  God, 
Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove; 

The  cross,  all  stained  witli  ballowed 
The  labor  of  Thy  dying  love,  [blood, 

4  I  vronld;    but  Thou  must  give  the 

power ; 
My  lieart  from  every  sin  release; 
Bring  near,  brino^  near  the  joyful  hour. 
And  fill  my  soul  with  heavenly  peace. 

5  Come,   Lord,  the    drooping    sinner 

cheer. 
Nor  let  Thy  chariot  wheels  delay, 
Appear,  in  my  jioor  heart,  appear; 
My  God,  my  Saviour  come  away. 


No,  98. 


1  Show  pity.  Lord;  0  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live; 

Are  not  Tliy  mercies  laj-ge  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  Thee  'l 

2  My  crimes,  though  great,  cannot  sur- 

pass 
The  power  and  glory  of  Thy  grace ; 
Great  God,  Thy  nature  hatli  no  bound; 
So  let  Thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  0,  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean; 
Here,  on  my  heart,  tlie  burden  lies, 
And  past  oliences  pain  mine  eyes. 

4  My  lips,  with  shame,  m_v  sins  confess. 
Against  Thy  law,  against  Tliy  grace; 
Lord,  should  thy  judgment  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  Thou  art  clear. 

5  Tet,  save  a  tremblins:  sinner.  Lord, 
Whose  hopes  still  hov'ring  round  Thy 

word,  [tliere, 

Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
(91) 


^^o.  99.       IN  THE  MANSIONS  OF  OUR  FATHER. 


Eev.  J.  E.  Bakeiit,  D.D. 


Theodore  E.  Pebkins. 
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1.  In  tlie  miuisions  of  our  Fa-Uier,  Leaning  on  the  Saviour's  breast, 

2.  Tn  the  mansions  of  our  Fa-ther,  Tliere  no  sorrow  sliallap-pear; 

3.  In  Llie  mansions  of  our  Fa-tlier,  Still  tlie  theme  is  Jesus'  blood: 
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There  earth's  broken-hearted  gather,  There  earth's  weary  are  at  rest. 

There  no  threat'ning  cloud  shall  gather:  God  shall  wipe  away  each  tear: 

How  He  died,  our  El-der  Broth-er,  Died  to  bring  us  back  to  God : 
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There,the  Lord. our  nature  wearing,  By  all  linmnn  tongues  con fest, 
There  no  kindred  ties  shall  sever, There  shall  come  no  doulit  nor  fear 
How  He  died,  the  Lord  of    glo  -  rv :  How  the  paths  of  grief  He  trod  : 
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Is  a  place  for  each  prepn ring:  In  the  man-sions  of  our  Father. 
Peace  shall  flow  a  mighty  riv-er.  In  the  m:in-sioiis  of  our  Father. 
Still  they  sing  the  same  sweet  story  In  the  man-sions  of  our  Father. 
„■*■'-*•«  iiU  «  ^       M.   JL    M.    .^9.J2.. 
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Copyriglit,  1879,  by  Theodore  E.  Perkins. 


STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 


JVO.   100.  DUFFIELQ. 

1  Stand  np  T  stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

Ye  soldiers  of  tlie  cross  ; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss  ; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  be  shall  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished. 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesns ! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone  ; 
The  arm  of  flesii  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own; 
Put  ou  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

3  Stand  up  !  stand  tip  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song. 
To  him  that  overcometh 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be  ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

No.  101.  s.  F.SMiTir. 

X  Thk  morning  liglit  is  breaking; 
The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears: 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion. 
Prepared  for  Z  ion's  war. 

2  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us, 

In  many  a  gentle  shower. 

And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour: 


Each  cry,  to  heaven  going, 
Abtnuiant  answers  brings. 

And  heavenl}'  gales  are  blowing, 
With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above; 
'NMiile  sinners,  now  confessing. 

The  gospel  call  obey. 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

4  Blest  river  of  salvation. 

Pursue  thy  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowlj 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come." 

Xo.  102. 

1  When  shall  tlie  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along? 
When  lull  and  valley  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended. 

And  Him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended. 

In  righteousness  to  reign  ? 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shoul'sliall  liy 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply. 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round, 
All  hallelujah  swelling 

In  one  eternal  sound. 


(93) 


No,  103.     HOLY,  HOLY !  LORD,  GOD  ALMIGHTY ! 

Hebkb.  ,  Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho-ly,  Ho-ly,     Ho  -  ly !   Lord  God  Al-might  -  y  !     Ear-ly 

2.  lio-ly,  Ho-ly,     Ho  -  ly !     all    Ihe  saints  adore  Tliee,  Casting 

3.  Ho-ly,  Ho-ly,     Ho-ly !  tho'  tlie  dark-uess  liide  Thee,  Tlio'  the 
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in    the    mornini^    our  song  shall  rise    to  Thee;    Ho-lj',  Ho-ly, 

down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy    sea ;    Che-ru-bim  and 

eye    of     sin-ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry  may  not  see,    On-ly  Thou  art 
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Ho-  ly !    Mer-ci  -  ful  and    Mighty!     God    in  three  Persons, 

Seraphim   fall-ing  down  be- fore  Thee,  Which  wert  and  art,  and 

Ho  -  ly,  there  is    none  be  -  side  Thee     Per-fect  in  power,  in 
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blessed  Trin  -i  -  tj'. 
ev-er-inore  shalt  be. 
love  and  pu  -  ri  -  ty.     A-men. 


4  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  Lord  God  Al- 

niight\' ! 
All  Thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name 
in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea; 
Holy,  Holj',  Holy!   Merciful  and 
Mighty ! 
God  In  three  Persons,  blessed 
Trinity !  Amen. 


(94) 


REJOICE,  REJOICE,  BELIEVERS. 


H.  Smaet. 
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1.  Re-joice,    re-joice,   be  -  liev-ers  !  And   let  .your  li;ihts  ap-pear; 

2.  See  that  your  lamps  are  burning,    Re-plen-ish  llieni  with  oil; 

3.  0    wise  and   ho-ly-    vir- gins,  Now  raise  your  voices  higher, 

4.  Our  Hope  and  our  ex  -  pec  -  ta  -  tion,  0     Je  -  sus  now  appear! 


« ^— n       r      I  — p-r^^ 


— ^— L* 0—0 0 — ^^ 0 0 — L  J 0 0 1^ — c^. ..  zi 

The  shades  of  eve  are  thickening,  And  dark- er  night  is    near; 
Look  now  for  your    sal  -  va  -  tioii  The  end    of     sin   and    toil. 
Till,    in  your  ju  -  bi  -  la  -  tions,  Ye  meet  the    an  -  gel  choir. 
A  -  rise,  thou  Sun    so  longed  for,  O'er  this    be  -  night-ed  sphere ! 
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The  Bridegroom  is    a  -  ris  -  ing,  And  soon  he  will  draw 
The  watchers    on    the  mountains  Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near, 
The  marriage-feast    is  wait -ing.  The  gates  wide  o  -  pen   stand; 
With  hearts,  and  hands  uplift- ed,     AVe  plead,  O  Lord,  to      see 
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Up  !  pray,  and  watch,  and  wrestle !  At  midni2:ht  comes  the  cry. 
Go,  meethini  as     he   com  -  eth, With  hal  -  le  -  lu-jahs  clear. 
^Pi    "P,    ye  heirs  of     glo  -  ry  !  The  Bridegroom  is    at    hand. 
The  day    of  earth's  re-demp-tion,  And  ev  -  cr     be  with  Thee. 
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No.  105.     JESUS,  I  MY  CROSS  HAVE  TAKEN. 

Henby  F.  Lyte.  Air,  Mozart.  Arr.  by  H.  P.  M. 
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1.   Je-sus,  I  my  cross  have  taken,  All  to  leave  and  fol-low  Thee ; 
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Nak-  ed,  i>oor,  despised,  forsaken,  Thou  from  lience  my  all  shall  be. 
D.  s.  Yel  how  rich  is  my  con- di-tiou  !  God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 


Per-  ish  ev-ery  fondam-bi-tion,Alirve  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known; 
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2. 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue; 
And  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might,. 
Foes    may  hate,  and  friends  may 
scorn  me; 

Show  Thy  face  and  all  is  bright. 
3. 
Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me. 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
(96) 
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Oh !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me 
While  Thy  love  if  left  to  me. 

Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 

4. 

Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care, 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days: 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


No.  106.         JESUS,  LET  THY  PITYING  EYE. 

C.  Wksley,  1749.  W.  H.  Oaklst, 


1.  Je  -  sus,    let  Thy    pi  -  tying  eye    Call  back    a  wand'ring  siieep, 
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False  to  Thee,  like  Pe 
D.s.  Turn,  and  look  up  -  on 
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ter,     I    Would  fain  like  Pe  -  ter  weep, 
me,  Lord,  And  melt  this  heart  of  stone. 
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Let    me     be    by  grace  restored;  On  me  be  all  long suft'ring  shown; 
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2. 

Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above, 

Repentance  to  impart. 
Give  me,  through  Thy  dying  love, 

The  humble,  contrite  heart: 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 

A  portion  of  Tiiy  grief  unknown; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


For  Thine  own  compassion's  sake, 

The  gracious  wonder  show; 
Cast  my  sins  behind  Thy  back, 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow; 
If  Thy  bowels  now  are  stirr'd, 

If  now  I  do  myself  bemoan. 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

(97) 
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iVb»   107 .  MISS  C.  STTIETKVANT. 

1  O,  Lord,  my  weary  soul  sustain, 

Uphold  uie  with  Thy  grace  ; 
Earth's  dearest  pleasures  are  in  vain, 
Unless  I  see  Thy  face. 

2  I  hunger  for  the  bread  of  life, 

I  thirst  for  righteousness ; 
My  aching  spirit  worn  with  strife, 
Yeama  for  Thy  tenderness. 

3  Without  Thy  fond  embracing  arm, 

I  faint,  and  fall,  and  die  ; 
Each  shadow  fills  me  with  alarm — 
O,  hear  my  plaintive  cry. 

4  And,  when  Tliou  hearest,  answer. 

Lord, 
Abiding  peace  bestow. 
Then  shall  I  rest  upon  Thy  word, 
And  Thy  salvation  know. 


MBS.  H.  M.  WILLIAMS. 


No.  108. 

1  While  Thee  I  seek.protecting  Power, 

Bo  my  vain  wishes  stilled  ; 

And  may  this  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  filled. 

2  Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  be- 

stowed 1 
To  Thee  my  thoughts  would  soar  ; 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed ; 
'That  mercy  1  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see  ! 
Each  "blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear. 

Because  conferred  by  Thee. 
<98) 


4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  favored 

hour. 
Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  till ; 
Reeigned,  when   storms   of  sorrow 

lower. 
My  soul  shall  meet  Thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye  without  a  tear 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see ; 
My  steadfast   heart  shall  know  no 
fear , 
That  heart  shall  rest  on  Thee. 

No.   109.  HAWKIS. 

1  O  Thou  from  whom  all  goodness 

I  lilt  my  soul  Thee  ;  [flows, 

In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 
O  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  When  worn  with  pain,  disease,  and 

This  feeble  body  see  ;  fgrief. 

Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief; 

0  Lord,  remember  me. 

3  When,  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death, 

1  wait  Thy  just  decree. 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath, 
O  Lord,  remember  me. 

4  And  when  before  thy  throne  I  stand, 

And  lift  my  soul  To  Thee, 
Then,  witli  the  saints  at  Thy  right 
hand, 
O  Lord,  remember  me. 


ROCKINGHAM.    L.  M. 
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Dr.  Lowell  Mason, 


^O.   no.  WM-  COWPEB. 

1  What  varions  hiuarances  we  meet, 
In  coming  to  the  mercy  seat ! 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of 

prayer, 
Bat  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes   the  darkened  cloud 

withdraw  ; 
Prayer  climlis  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 
C4ives  exercise  to  faith  and  love. 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 
S  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor 

bri.ifiit ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knee. 

JVb.  Ill 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun  j 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run;  ; 
His  kingdom  stretcli  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  moons  shall  wax   and   wane   no  ! 

more.  j 

2  For  liim  shall  endless  pray  "r  be  made  I 
And  endless  ]H-aises  crown  his  head; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  lise  I 
With  every  morning  sacrifice.  j 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue  I 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song;  I 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim  "  j 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

4  Blessingsabound  where'er  he  reigns.  | 
The  joyful  piisoner  bursts  his  chains; 
the  weary  find  eternal  rest. 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King; 
Antrels  descend  with  sonj.'s  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 


No.  112. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  whicli  tlie  Prince  ofglory  died, 

iVIy  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Fotbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most 
I  sacrifice  theui  to  His  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  bead,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down: 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  Were  all  the  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  to  small; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

Xo.  113, 

1  St.vt,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay. 
Though  I  have  done  thee  such  de- 
spite; 

Cast  not  a  sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  thine  everlasting  flight. 

2  Thougli  I  have  most  unfaithful  been 
Of  all  who  e'er  thy  grace  received. 

Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  seen, 
Ten   thousand   times  thy    goodness 
grieved. 

3  Yet,  O,  the  chief  of  sinners  spare, 
In  honor  of  my  great  High  Priest; 

Xor,  in  thy  righteous  anger  swear 
I  shall  not  see  thy  people's  rest. 

4  ^Fy  weary  soul.  O  God,  release  ; 
Uphold  me  with  Thy  gracious  hand  ; 

O,  guide  me  into  pei-fect  peace, 
And  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 
<99. 


COME  UNTO  ME. 


Mendelssohn. 
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1.  Come    ua  -  to        Me  when  shadows   dark  -  ly  gath   -  er, 

2.  Ye  wlio  have  mourti'd  when  the  spring  flowers  were  tak-en, 

3.  Large   are  the      mansions      in     thy    Father's   dwell  -  ing, 

4.  There,  like    an        E  -   dea  blossom -ing      m  glad  -  ness, 
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When  the  sad  heart  is      wea  -  ry      and  dis-tressed, 

When  the  ripe    fruit  fell      rich  -  ly        to  the  ground, 

Glad  are  tlie  homes  that    sor  -  rows  nev  -    er      dim; 

Bloom  the  fair  flowers  the  earth  too    rude  -  ly  pressed: 
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Seek  -  ing       for    com 
When  the  loved  slept, 
Sweet  are      the  harps 
Come    un  -  to      Me, 
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fort  from  your  heavenly       Fa  -  tlier, 

ill  brighter  homes  to        wak  -  en, 

in  ho  -  ly    mu  -  sic  swell  -  ing, 

all  ye  who  droop  in        sad-ness, 
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Come     un  -  to       Me,      and        I      will    give     you      rest. 

Where  their  XfUle  brows  with  spir  -  it- wreaths  are  crowned. 

Soft     are     the  tones  which  raise  the  heaven  -  ly      hymn. 
Come     un  -  to       Me,       and        I      will    give      you    rest. 
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SPANISH  HYMN.    7s  6  Lines  or  Double. 
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3o.  J  Jo. 

1  People  of  the  living  God  ! 

I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  no  where  found  : 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns, 

Turns, — a  fugitive  unblest ; 
Bretlireu  !  where  your  altar  burns, 

O  receive  me  into  rest. 

2  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  clou'd.  the  wind,  the  wave, 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave  ; 
Mine  the  God  wliom  you  adore, 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine  ; 
Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more. 

Every  idol  I  resign. 

H^o.  116. 

1  jEsrs,  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep, 
In  Thine  arms  my  spirit  keep; 
I  am  weak,  and  1  am  lone. 
Jesus,  take  me  for  Thine  own. 
In  Thy  bosom  Thou  dost  bear, 
Those  who  most  do  need  Thy  care, 
I  the  humblest  lamb  would  be 

I  would  trnst  myself  to  Thee. 

2  Fair  and  lovely  lo  behold 
Is  Thv  lower  earthly  fold : 
Guardian  care  shall  never  fail 
To  the  flock  within  its  pale. 
Still  my  ardent  hopes  aspire 
To  that  better  home  and  higher 
Where  from  every  fold  Thy  sheep, 
Thou  shall  bring  and  safely  keep. 

^O.    117.  SIB  B.  GBANT. 

1  S.vviouR  when  in  duat  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  the  adoring  knee, — 
Wheu  repentant  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  streaming  eyes, — 
O,  by  all  Thy  pain  and  woe 


D.C. 


Suffer'd  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  fiom  Thy  throne  on  high 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

2  By  Thine  hour  of  dark  despair, 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer  ; 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  tort'ring  scorn  ; 
By  the  gloom  that  veil'd  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice, — 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  litauy. 

3  By  Thy  deep,  expiring  groan ; 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone ; 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Hold  in  vain  the  rising  God  — 
O,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored 
Mighty,  re-ascended  Lord, 
Saviour,  listen  to  our  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  litauy. 

No.  118. 

1  Bt  Thy  birth,  and  by  Thv  tears  ; 
By  Thy  human  griefs  and  fears  ; 
By  Th}^  conflict  in  the  hour 

Of  the  subtle  tempters  power — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye  , 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

2  By  the  tenderness  that  wept 

O'er  tlie  grave  where  Laz'rus  slept; 
By  the  bitter  tears  that  flovv'd 
Over  Salem's  lost  abode — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

3  By  Thy  lonely  hour  of  prayer  ; 
By  the  fearful  conflict  there  ; 
By  Thy  cross  and  dying  cries  ; 

.    By  Thy  one  great  sacrifice — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye  ; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die.         (101) 


No.  119. 


OH  EYES  THAT  ARE  WEARY. 
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1.  O     eyes    that  are    wea  -  ry,  and  hearts tb at  are     sore! 

2.  While  look  -  ing  to       Je  -  sus   my  heart  can -not     fear; 

3.  Still    look  -  ing  to       Je  -  sus,    6    may      I     be    found, 

4.  Then,  then  shall  I    know  the     full  beau  -  ty    and    grace 
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Look  off      un  -  to 
I     trem  -  ble    no 
When  Jordan's  dark 
Of     Je  -  sus,   my 


Je  -  sus,  and      sor  -  row  no  more ! 

more  when  I        feel    He  is    near; 

wa  -  ters    en   -corn-pass  me  round: 

Lord,  when  I     stand  face  to    face; 


The  light     of    His 
I     know  that  His 
They  bear    me      a  ■ 
Shall  know  how  His 


coun  -  te -nance  shln-eth      so  bright, 
pres  -  ence  my    safeguard  shall     be, 
way      in    His    pres-ence      to       be: 
love   went  be  -  fore  me    each    day. 
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That  here,   as     in  heav- en.  there  need     be    no    night. 

For,  "Why  are  you  troubled?"  He  saith     un  -  to       me. 

I         seeHim  still  near  -  er  whom   al  -  ways    I       see. 

And  won  -  der  that  ev  -  er    my    eyes  turned  a  -  way. 


(102) 


BALERMA.    C.  M. 


JVO.    J.20.  EEV.  EDMOinj  JONES. 

1  Come,   humble  eiinier,  in  whose 
breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  resolve. 
Come,  with  your  guilt  aud  fear  op- 
pressed, 
And  make  this  last  resolve : 

2  ril  ffo  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Like  mountains  round  me  close  ; 
I  know  his  courts.  I'll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Prostrate  III  lie  before  His  throne. 

And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 
I'll  tell  Him  I'm  a  wretch  undone 
^yithout  His  sovereign  grace. 

4  Perhaps  He  will  admit  my  plea, 

Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  prav, 
And  perish  only  there. 

5  I  can  but  perish,  if  I  go — 

I  am  resolved  to  try  ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die. 

6  But  if  I  die  with  mercy  sought 

AVhen  I  the  King  have  tried. 
This  were  to  die.  delightful  thought, 
As  siuner  never  died. 

JVO.     1^1.  BEV.  3.  NEWTON. 

1  Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat. 

Where  Jesus  answers  praver  ; 
There  humbly  fall  before  Hi's  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  onlv  plea — 

Whh  this  I  venture  iiigli ; 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  Thee 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I. 


3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 

By  Satan  sorely  pressed. 
By  war  without,  aud  fears  within, 
I  come  to  Thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  Thou  ray  shield  and  hiding-place. 

That,  sheltered  near  Thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him  Thou  hast  died. 

^Ot   122.  HEBVET. 

1  Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time 

God's  watchful  eye  surve)-s, 
O,  who  so  wise  to  choose  our  lot, 
Or  to  appoint  our  ways ! 

2  Good    when  he  gives, — supremely 

good, — 
Nor  less  when  he  denies  : 
E'en  crosses,  from  his  sovereign  hand, 
Are  blessings  in  disguise. 

3  Why   should  we  doubt  a  Father's 

love. 
So  constant  and  so  kind  ? 
To  His  unerring,  gracious  will 
Be  every  wish  resigned. 

4  In  Thv  fair  book  of  life  divine, 

My  God,  inscribe  my  name  ; 
There  let  it  till  some  humble  place, ' 
Beueath  m}'  Lord,  the  Lamb. 

JNO.    123.  C.  WESLEY. 

1  Mt  God,  I  know,  I  feel  Thee  mine, 

Aud  will  not  quit  my  claim, 
Till  all  I  have  is  lost  in  Thine 
Aud  all  renewed  I  am. 

2  I  hold  Thee  with  a  trembling  hand 

Aud  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  steadfastly  by  faith  I  stand. 
And  all  Thy  goodness  know. 

(1031 


No.  124. 

Rev.  John-Pakker. 


THE  HARVEST  IS  PASSING. 


Wm.  F.  Sheewin. 


1.  Wliy  stand  ye  here  idling  to-day  V  There's  worlc  in  the  vineyard  for 

2.  TlieMaster  hath  need  of  thy  toil,  The  harvest    is  waiting  for 

3.  The  resting  will  soon  enough  come,  And  thro'  an  e-ter  -  ni  -  ty 

4.  From  the  vineyard  of  such  a  dear  friend,  0,  who  would  in  idleness 
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ail;      The  daylight     is  passing      a  -  way,    0,    hear  ye    the 
thee;     If       i  -  die,    thy  portion   will  spoil,    0.  who  would   a 
last;  With  shoutings  the  reapers  come  home,  And  toihng    for - 
stay  ?    Remember,    our  la  -  bor  will  end  In  the  rest  of  the 
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vine  dresser's   call .  Then  rise,  brother3,rise  to  the  toil  of  the  day ! 

loi  -  ter  -  er    be  ? 

ev  -  er    be  past, 
great  har-vest  day. 
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The  harvest  of  Je-sus    is  pass-inj 
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away,  The  har    -    vest 
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The  harvest  is  passing 


(104) 
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THE  HARVEST  IS  PASSING.-coxcluded, 
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IS   pass 
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ing,     The  harvest  for  Jesus    is  pass -ing  away. 
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The  harvest  is  passing. 
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No.  125. 

1  God  bless  our  native  land ! 
Firm  may  siie  ever  stand, 

Through  storm  and  night ; 
When  the  wild  tempest  rave, 
Ruler  of  wind  and  wave, 
Do  lliou  our  country  save 

By  thy  great  miglit. 

2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  ihe  skies; 

On  him  we  wait: 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh. 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State  ! 

No.  126.  Nico] 

1  Lord,  from  Thy  blessed  throne, 
Sorrow  look  down  upon 
God  save  the  poor 


Teach  them  true  liberty 
Make  them  from  tyrants  free 
Let  their  homes  happy  be 
God  save  the  poor. 

2  The  arms  of  wicked  men. 
Do  Thou  with  might  restrain 

God  save  the  poor 
Raise  Thou  their  lowliness 
Succor  thou  their  distress 
Thou  whom  the  meanest  bless 

God  save  the  poor. 

3  Give  them  stanch  honesty 

liet  their  pride  manly  be 

God  save  the  poor 
Help  them  to  hold  the  right 
Give  them  both  truth  and  might 
Lord  of  all  life  and  light 

God  save  the  poor. 

(105) 


No.  127.       AFTER  THE  CHRISTIAN'S  TEARS. 

Words  by  E.  J. 


XXX 


1.  Af  -  ter  the  Christian's  tears,    Af  -  ter  his  fights  and  fears, 
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Af-ter  his  wea-ry  cross,  "All  things  below  but  loss,"  AVhat  then  ? 
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Oh,  then,   a    ho  -  ly     calm,    Rest-iug    on    Je-sus'  arm; 
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l^3^£Ei=EEEfct!3:^3EEfEfebsI 


Oh,  then,  a    deep  -  er    love  For  the    i>ure  homea  -  bove. 
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2  After  this  holy  calm. 
This  rest  on  Jesus'  arm, 
After  this  deepened  love 
For  the  pure  home  above — 

What  tl)en  ? 
Oh,  then,  hard  work  for  Him, 
Immortal  souls  to  win; 
Then  Jesus'  presence  near, 
Deatli's  darkest  hour  to  cheer. 


(106) 
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And  when  the  work  is  done, 
When  the  last  soul  is  won, 
When  Jesus'  love  and  power 
Have  cheered  the  dving  hour- 
What  then  ? 
Oh,  then,  the  crown  is  given! 
Oh,  then,  the  rest  in  heaven ! 
Then  life  in  endless  day. 
When  Denth  has  passed  away. 

Theodore  E.  Perkins. 


JVo.  128. 
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ABIDE  WITH  ME. 
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The     dark  -  ness  deep 
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ens;  Lord,    with    nie 
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Help       of     the      help  -  less,     oh, 
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bide  with    me! 
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2  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  parting  word; 
But  as  Thou  dvvell'st  with  Thj'  disciples,  Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free, 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me ! 

3  I  need  Thj'  presence  every  passing  hour: 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  "foil  the  tempter's  power? 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh,  abide  with  me ! 


(107) 


No.  129.         I  CHOOSE  TO  FOLLOW  JESUS. 

Josephine  Pollaed,  Theodoke  E.  Peeking 


•  -  — — ^T--j-j-H 

1.  I  choose    to    fol  -  low  Je  -  sus    all  the  way,  all  the  way, 

2.  I  choose    to    fol  -  low  Je  -  sus    all  the  way,  all  the  wa}-, 

3.  I  choose   to    fol  -  low  Je  -  sus    all  the  way,  all  the  wav, 

4.  I  cast     my  lot  with  Je  -  sus,  tho'  I     mav.  all  the  way, 
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He  will  keep  me  so  I  shall  not  go  a- stray,  all  the  way, 
For  He  know-eth  what  my  needs  are  eve  -  ry  day ;  all  the  way, 
For  He  watched  o'er  the  lambs  that  go  a -stray;  all  the  way, 
Find  it  hard  His  lov  -  ing  counsels  to  o  -  bey :  all  the  way, 
tLtLti,^      >     ^h      ^    ^     ^     tl       tl^^ti 
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Though  I  suf-fer  pain  and  loss,  In  the  beaming  of  the  cross. 
By  a  path  of  liv  -  iiig  light,  He  di-rects  me  thro'  tiie  night, 
Tho'  they  fall  in  Satan's  track,  He  will  bring  them  safe-ly  back, 
He    is  read  -  y  strength  to  give.  By  His  grace  a  -  lone     I    live, 


Yet       I  choose  to       fol  -  low      Je  -  sus      all      the    wa}^ 
2d3d<fc  4th  V.  So  I  choose,  &c. 

I,  I.  I,  I,  •  1/  1/         ^ 
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2i^o.  ISO. 

Cbables  F.  Deems. 


EVENING  HYMN. 

(For  Family  Devotion,)    Harmonized  for  this  work. 
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1.  Come,  'tis    the  hour  to  bow,  And, while  devout.-  ly  kneel  -  ing, 

2.  Look     to    the   ho  -  ly  niouot  While  night  all  sound  is  hush-ing. 
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D.  c.  C!o?ne,  ^tis  the  hour  to  how,  And,  while  devout -ly  kneel  -  in^, 
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ve-ry  ho  -  ly    feel  -  ing.  Our 
ition's stream  be  rushing!  And 
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Rich  be    our  spir-its  now,  Ii»    eve-ry  ho  -  ly    feel  -  ing.  Our 
Forth  from  the  Spirit's  fount  De-votion's stream  be  rushing!  And 


Rich  he  our  spir-its  now,  In  eve  -  ry  ho  -  ly    feel  -  ing. 
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joys  and  toars.  our  liopes  and  fears.  To  heaven  be  meekly  spoken. "While 
when  cold  Death  shall  chill  the  breath, In  which  our  prayers  are  swelihia", 

Well 
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faith  looks  up  to  Christ  our  hope,  Whose  heart  for  us  was  bro  -  ken. 
join  the  hymn  of  Cher  -  u-biin,    In  God's   e  -  ter  -  nal   dwell  -  ing. 
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No,  131. 

Chables  F.  Deems. 


GLOOMY,  STILL  GLOOMY. 

(Storm  Hymn.) 


1.  Gloom  - }',    still  gloom  -  y,     the    raiu-drops     are    fall  -  iiig, 

2.  God     of      cre  -  a  -  tion,   when  storm-clouds  are    rag-ing, 
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Voic  -  es  from  out     the    thick  dark  -  ness  are     call  -  ing, 
Thunderings  and  lightnings     in     bat  -  tie      en  -  gag  -  ing, 
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Lightnings  are  tossing  their  torch-es    on  high,  And  gleam  o'er  the 
Shield  Thou  our  hearts  by  tlie  wings  of  Thy  love,  "While  gloom  mantles 
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bat  -  tle-ment  -  clouds  of      the  sky.  While  the  crash  of    the 
round  us,  and  strife  raves      a  -  bove  !  When  our  life's   lat  -  est 
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GLOOMY,  STILL  GLOOMY.-conclude 
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thun-der  doth    sol-    emn-ly    roll,     Ac-ceuts  that  deepen  the 
tern  -  pest  has  hushed    its     a  -  larnis,  Gent  -  ly    our  spir-its  up- 


Fa  -  ther,  re  -  ceive  us,  Thro'  Je-sus  Christ  our  Lord !     A-men. 


Wrmmmmmm 


JVo.  132.  Evening  Hymn. 


1  Fading,  still  fading,  the  last  beam  is  shining, 
Father  in  heaven,  tlie  day  is  declining, 
Safety  and  innocence  fly  with  the  light, 
Temptation  and  danger  walk  forth  with  the  night  ; 
From  the  fall  of  the  shade  till  the  morning  bells  chime, 
Shield  us  from  danger,  save  us  from  crime. 

Father,  have  mercy,  Father,  have  mercy, 
Father,  have  mercy  thro'  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

2  Father  in  heaven  !  0  hear  when  we  call  : 
Hear  for  Christ's  sake,  who  is  Saviour  of  all  ; 
Feetile  and  fainting  we  trust  in  Thy  might. 

In  doubting  and  darkness  Tliy  love  be  our  light. 

Let  us  sleep  on  Thy  breast  wliile  tlie  night  taper  burns, 

Wake  in  Thy  arms  when  morning  returns. 

Father,  have  niercj'.  Father,  have  mere}', 
Father,  have  mercy  thro'  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 


(Ill) 


No.  133. 


LET  JESUS  WEAR  THE  CROWN. 


Silas  J.  Vail. 


\st  time. 
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J    J     I  know  whatev  -  er  good  is  mine  To  Je  -  sus'  grace  I  owe, 
(  That  long  my  steps  His  love  divine  Has         {Omit. ) 

„    J  He  led    me    to  His  mercy-seut.  He  met  my  soul  in  prayer, 
\  And  showed  to  me  His  bleeding  feet,Pierced  (Omit.) 
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guarded  here  be -low.     His  lengthened  mercy    I      re-view,  Tho' 
lor  my  ransom  there.     My    spir-it  give    to  love  di-vine  The 
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chastened    by  His  frown,  The  glo  -  ry    all     to  Him  is  due.  Let 
glo  -  ry    and    renown  !  No  star  -  ry     di  -  a  -  dem  be  mine.  Let 


i      I      b     U    P 


Too    oft  I've  wandered  from  my 
King 

To  claim  a  royal  seat. 
Content  am  I  to  sit  and  sing 

Crown  less  before  His  feet. 
Content  wlicn  I  am  called  to  lay 

My  earthly  armor  down. 
To  take  the  lowest  place,  and  say 

Let  Jesus  wear  the  crown. 
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PORTUGUESE  HYMN.    lis. 

-I r-l-l— I 1    ,       Mn- 


1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  Uis  excellent  word  ! 

What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said — 
You,  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled? 

2  Fear  not ;  I  am  with  thee  ;  O.  be  not  dismayed  : 
I,  I  am  thy  God.  and  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 

I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow  : 

For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply  : 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee  :  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

6  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

6  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not.  desert  to  his  foes; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never,  no,  never,  no,  never,  forsake. 

RET.   JOHN   KIRKHAM.       (113) 


No.  13 'i. 


I  AM  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

Theodore  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  I    am    far  from  tlie  land  of    my    birth,    mother,     I    am 

2.  I    am  lone  -  I}',  and  had    I     but  wings,    mother,     I  M'ould 

3.  The    winds  are    a  -  sleep  in  their  caves,    mother,      Our 
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far  from  mj'  dwell-ing  and  thee . 
tly  like  a  bird-lin^-  to  thee, 
star  look-ing  down,  I    can    see.. 
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But  I  know  thou  art 
Yet  it's  sweet  to  re  - 
It         smiles  on     nio 


i 


;sE 


2-    -S-  s^af-  ;g-f 


^s: 


-m^==m- 


z^—Hz 


St 


kneeling  and  praying  to  God,  And  I  feel  thou  art  praying  for  me. 
member  thy  teachings  of  love,  And  to  feel  thou  art  praying  for  me. 
now  with  its  calm  mellow  light,  Ah,   yes,  thou  art  praying  for  me. 
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There's  an  ech  -  o  steals  o  -  ver  my  heart,  mother,  And  floats  on  the 
For  the  prayer  of  the  faith-ful    is  heard,  mother.  And  Je-sus_my 
And  my  life  will  be  spared,  I    am  sure,  mother,  Our  Lord  will  re  - 
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I  AM  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND.-cokcluded. 


deep  roll  -  ini:: 
guar-dian  will 
store  nie      to 
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sea,         "Tis   the  pray"r  thou   art  breathing 
be,  He  will     an  -  swer  the   wish   of 

thee.       And  we'll  thauk  Him  to  -  geth  -  er 
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night,  mother,  'Tis  the  pray'r  thou  art  Ijreath-ing  for  me. 
soul,  mother,  The  pray'r  thou,  art- breath-ing  for  me. 
home,  mother,      I         know   thou  art  pray  -  ing    for      me. 
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I  know  thou  art  pray -ing  for        me, 


I  know  thou  art 


for  me, 
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pray-ing  for    nie, . . 
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For    I    know  thou  art  pray-ing 
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for  me, 
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night,  moth-er  dear,  And  I  know  thou  art  pray-ing  for  me. 
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Xo.  J36.    COME  UNTO  ME,  EARTH'S  WEARY  ONES. 

Bjsv.  p.  a.  Hanatobd. 

^   i/^  i  I  V  \  1st  time. 

1  J  "  Come  un  -  tO'  Me,  earth's  weary  ones !"  The  Saviour  suith  to-day ;  ) 

'  j  "  Come.ye  that,    heavy  -   la  -  den, . . .  {Omit) .'. .  j 

D.s.  " Conie,wea-ry  pilgrim,     hith-er 

2  J    Lord    Jesus !  now  Tiiy  voice  we  hear,  No  longer  we    de  -  lay !  ) 
■  1   From  eartlily  hopes  and  vain  de  -        -        -        -        -        -        ) 

D.  s.  Comes  o'er    us  'mid  the  din    of 


I  \\   Id  time. 
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sigh,  Your  burdens  cast     a-  way  !  Come,  in  the  sul  -try  heat     of 
come,  And    be    for  -  ev  -  er    blest!" 

sires.    Our  spir-its  turn    a  -  way.     Thy  voice,  O  Teacher,  most  di  ■ 
earth.  And  stays  our  wandering  feet. 
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noon.  And  I  will  give  j'ou  rest; 
vine !  With  gentle  tones  so  sweet. 


Rest,  rest  in  Thee  !  my  spirit  longs 

For  calm  and  sweet  repose; 
To  have  my  soul  a  tranquil  lake 

Whereon  faith's  lily  grows. 
I  claim  Thy  promise,  gracious  Lord! 

Thy  love  to  comfort  me, 
Repenting,  hoping,  loving  now, 

O  Christ !  I  come  to  Thee. 


Ifo.  137. 


SECOND  HYMN. 


1  Whatever  be  our  eartlily  lot, 

Wherever  we  may  roam, 
Still  to  our  hearts  the  brightest  spot 

Is  round  the  hearth  at  home : 
The  home  of  e'en  so  lowly  birth, 

The  hearth  by  which  we  sat. 
No  other  spot  on  all  the  earth 

Will  ever  be  like  that. 

2  And  when  some  little  trouble  weighed 

Upon  the  childish  heart, 
Till  from  our  brimming  eyes  it  made 
(1 16)The  gushing  tear-drops  start; 


How  quick  before  the  genial  glow, 
We  felt  each  sorrow  cease. 

And  back  the  crystal  current  flow, 
To  flood  our  hearts  with  peace. 

3  And  brighter  with  the  passing  years 

Seems  childhood's  sweet  employ. 
And  even  sweeter  still  appears 

Each  well-remembered  joy; 
Around  the  cheerful  hearth  at  home. 

Where  we  iu  childhood  sat, 
No  other  spot,  where'er  we  roam. 

Will  ever  be  like  that. 


ITALIAN  HYMN. 


^Me^e^ 


:rT=rn=p:^=E 


— »— *=t>-i=f-^-7-D-«,-* — "^^1 — '-'^°-    '    r 


1  Come,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  smg, 

Help  us  to  praise  ; 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Aucient  of  Days. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,  descend  ; 
From  all  our  foes  defend. 

Nor  let  us  fail ; 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  cure  defence  be  made, 
Our  soids  on  Thee  be  stayed  ; 

Lord,  hear  our  call. 

3  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword  ; 

Our  prayer  attend  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless  ; 
Come,  give  Thy  word  success  • 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 

4  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour  ; 
Tboii,  who  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  every  "heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

5  To  Tliee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore  ; 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore, 


No.  139. 

1  Glory  to  God  on  high ! 
Let  heaven  and  earth  reply, 

"  Praise  ye  His  name  !  " 
Angels,  His  love  adore, 
Wlio  all  our  sorrows  bore; 
Saints,  sing  for  ever  more, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb.'' 

2  Ye,  who  surround  the  throne, 
Cheerfully  join  in  one. 

Praising  His  name : 
Ye,  who  have  felt,  His  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  through  the  earth  abroad, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !  " 

3  Join  all  the  ransomed  race. 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless: 

Praise  ye  His  name. 
In  Him  we  will  rejoice. 
Mailing  a  cheerful  noise. 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !  " 

4  Soon  must  we  change  our  place, 
Yet  will  we  never  cease 

Praising  His  name : 
Still  will  we  tribute  bring; 
Hail  him  our  gracious  king ; 
And  throuufh  all  ages  sing, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  ! " 

No.  14.0 

1  Thee,  Lord  our  God  alone, 
The  higli  and  lioly  One, 

Onrlieaits  adore  ; 
Now  to  tlie  Father  raise. 
And  to  the  Son,  onr  praise. 
And  to  the  Spirit's  grace, 

Hence,  evermore,  (IIT) 


No.  14:1,    IN  THE  SILENT  MIDNIGHT  WATCHES. 

Words  by  Bishop  Coxe.  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Sabqent. 

Moderato  loilh  expression. 
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1.  Ill    the    si  -  lent  midni2,-lit  watches.  List  thj'   bosom's  door, 

2.  Death  conies  down  with  rectcless  footsteps  To  the  hall  and  hut, 

3.  Tlien  'tis  time  to  stand  en-ti-eat-ins:  Christ  to    let  thee   in, 
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How    it  knocketh.knocketh.knocketh.Kiiockelh  cv  -     ev  -  more: 

Think  you  death  will  tar  -  ry  knockinji,-  When  the  door       is      shiU  ? 

At  the  gate     ot'heav-en    beating.  Waiting  for  thy    sin; 
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IN  THE  SILENT  MIDNIGHT  WATCHES.-concluded. 
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Saj-  not  'tis  tli}'  pul-ses  beat-inij,  'Tis  thy  heart  of 
Je  -  sus  wait-etli,  waiteth,  waiteth,  But  the  door  is 
Nay!  a  -  las,  thou  guilt  -  y    creature,      Hast    thou  then    for - 


sid; 
fast; 
got 
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'Tis      thy    Sav  -  iour  knocks  and     cri  -  eth, 
Grieved,  a  -  way     thy    Sav  -  iour    go  -  eth, 
Je  -  sus  wait  -  eth    long     to  know  thee ' 


^h^ 


-0 0- 


-^ 


:-#; 


ft 


— ^ — 


Mf^ 


'■^4 l-~t i- 

'-' # ^ 


m 


s=z=?:zr=!zd=gi 


f?Et! 


ZLIZ'SZ 


Rise,  and  let    Me      in, 

Death  breaks  in  at    last, 

Now  He  knows  thee  not, 


m^ 


Rise,  and  let  Me  in. 
Death  breaks  in  at  last. 
Now     He  knows    tliee    not. 
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No.  142.       NOT  HALF  HAS  EVER  BEEN  TOLD. 

Eev.  J.  B.  Atchinson.  O.  F.  Presbrey.  Ait.  J.  W.  Bischoff,  by  per. 
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1.  I  have  read   of     a    beau  -  ti  -  ful      cit  -     y,      Far   a  -  way    in  the 

2.  I  have  read   of  bright  mansiona  in    heav  -  en,  Which  the  Saviour  lias 

3.  1  have  read  of  white  robes  for  the  right-eous,  Of  bright  crowns  wliich  the 

4.  I  have  read  of      a  Christ  so      for-giv  -  ing,  That  vile  sinners  may 


kingdom  of    God  :    I  have  read  how  its  walls  are     of  jiis-pcr,  How  its 
gone  to  prepare,  Where  the  saints  who  on  earth  have  been  faithful,  licst  for- 
glo  -  ri-fied   wear,  When  our  Father  shall  bid  them  "  Come  enter,  And  my 
ask  and  re-ceive  Peace  and  par  -  don  for  eve  -ry  trans-gres-sion,  If  when 
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streetB  are  all  gold  -  en  and    broad.     In    the  midst  of    the  street  is  life's 
cv  -   er  with  Christ  o-ver  there;  There  no      sin    ev  -  er    en-ters,  nor 
glo  -  ry     e    -   ter- nal -ly  share  ;"'  How  the  righteous  are   ev  -    er  more 
ask  -  ing  they  ou  -  ly     be-   lieve.      I  have  read  how  He'll  guide  and  pro- 
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NOT  HALF  HAS  EVER  BEEN  TOLD.-co.nclumd. 
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grow    old ; 

But 
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bless  -  ed,    As 

they  walk  tbro'  the  streets  of 

pure   gold  ; 

But 
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tect      ns,    If 
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His     fold ; 
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half  of  that  cit  -  y's  bright  glo  -  ry    To  mor-tals  has  ev-cr  been  told, 

half  of  the  joys  that    a  -  wait  them  To  mor-tids  has  ev-er  been  told, 

half  of  the  \You-der  -  ful     sto  -  ry     To  mor-tals  has  ev-er  been  told, 

half  of  His  goodness  and  mer  -  cy     To  mor-tals  has  ever  been  told. 
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CHORUS. 


I  Xot  half  has  ev  -  er  been  told Xot  half  has  ev-er  been  told Not 
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been  told, 


been  told. 
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Repeat  Chorus pp 
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half  of   that  cit  -  y's  bright  glo  -  ry  To  mor  -  tals  has  ev  -  er  been  told. 
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No.  143. 


Tenderly, 


NO  NIGHT,  NO  TEARS. 


Geo.  F.  Sakgent. 
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1.  'Tis  sweet  to  think,  as  night  comes  on, 

2.  'Tis  sweet  to  think,  when  round  us    lie, 


So  dark  and 
Sor-row  and 
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drear, 
care, 


So  dark  and  drear, 
Sorrow  and  care, 


Ere  "  stars  come  twinkling  one  by 
That      Je  -  sus  hears  the  soft  -  est 


^n=^= 


:1=^= 


■*--»*-    •»"    "*•    ■*- 


^^^J^=:^=^,         i     :z=i±g=±=i'r=^=^g=j 


& 


lE^ 


::n::S= 


:•=£*: 


one,"        The  earth    to  cheer,  The   earth   to    cheer, 

sigh,      Breath'd  forth  in  prayer,      Creath'd  forth  in  prayer. 


There 
And 
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NO  NIGHT,  NO  TEARS.-coscluded. 


fc& 


EEEE 


:^3 


m 


is  a  world  where  comes  no  night, 

U  we  love  Him    we     shall  see 
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sun    nor  moon  to    light, 
sin     and  sor-  row  free," 
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JVo.  144. 


CHILD  OF  SIN  AND  SORROW 


Fine. 


D.a. 


1  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Filled  witli  dismay, 

Wait  not  for  to  morrow. 
Yield  tliee  to-day  : 

Heaven  bids  thee  come, 

While  yet  there's  room  ; 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Hear  and  ol)ev. 


2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Why  wilt  thou  die  ? 
Come  while  thou  canst  borrow 

Help  from  on  high  : 
Grieve  not  that  love 
Wliicli  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sori'ow. 

Would  bring  thee  nigh.     (123) 


No.  145,     NOTHING  BUT  A  CONTRITE  HEART. 

Miss  J.  PoLLABD.  Theodore  E.  Perkins, 

1       I        **!     I       I       , 
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1.  Full     of  sin      tho'    I    maj*  be,     Je-sus,  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee; 

2.  Tliou  hastdied   that    Imight  live;Thouw)ltpardon,  and  receive; 

3.  With  the  weight  of  sins  opprest,   Looking  un-to  Thee  for  rest; 

1  I 
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Since  Thou  dost  demand  of  me  Nothing  but  a  contrite  heart ! 
Tho'  to  Thee  I  can  but  give  Nothing  but  a  contrite  heart ! 
Lord,  I   leave   up  -  on  Thy  breast  Nothing  but  a  contrite  lieart  1 
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Bless-ed  Saviour,  gracious  King.All  my  joy  from  Thee  must  spring; 
All  the  wealth  of  earth  is  Thine,  All  the  worlds  that  o'er  us  shine. 
For  sal  -  va-tion's  gift    so    free,  For  the   heaven  I  hope  to   see; 
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Cleanse,  and  heal   me,    for    I  bring  Nothing  but  a   con-trite  heart ! 
Nouglit  of    val  -  ue.  Lord,  ismineiNotliingbuta  con-trite  heart ! 
God,     my  Fa-ther,  asks  of    me,  Nothing  but  a  con-trite  heart ! 
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HAMBURG.  L.  M. 
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1  JcsT  as  I  ain,  without  cue  plea,  |4 
,    But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  forme, 

And  that  thou  Lidst  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come, 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  di»rk  blot, 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
\N'ith  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt,  | 
Figlitings  within,  and  fears  witliout,  ! 

b  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come.     | 


Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Siglit,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  1  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 

Just  as  I  am — Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  re- 
lieve ; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  1  come,  I  come. 

Just  as  I  am — Tliy  love  unknown 

Hatli  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 

Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thme  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 


DEDHAM.  C.  M. 


3o.  14:7. 

1  Fatheu  !  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  Tvill  denies. 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise  : — 

2  '  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free  ; 


The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  T\iee. 

3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend : 
Thy  presence  thro'  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end.' 

(125 


JVO.    14:8, 


HOLLEY.    7s. 


GEO.  HEWS. 


1  Softly,  now,  tbe  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away  ; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord !  I  would  commune  with  Thee 


2  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away  ; 
Tiien,  from  ein  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  me.  Lord  !  to  dwell  with  Thee. 


No.  149. 


OLMUTZ.  S.  M. 


U- 


:g= 


^ 


e 


:r: 


tiz 


ES 


1  And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little 'all  to  give?— 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away. 
And  Jetsus  to  receive  ? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield ! 

I  can  hold  out  no  more : 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  Thee  Conqueror. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake  ; 

My  friends,  my  all,  resign  : 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  O  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  Thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole. 

Nor  hence  again  remove  ; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  Thy  weight  of  love. 

5  My  one  desire  be  this. 

Thy  only  love  to  know;_ 
Freely  to  yield  all  other  bliss, 
All  other  good,  below. 

6  My  life,  my  portion,  Thou; 

Thou  all-sufficient  art;  [now 

Mv  hope,  my  heavenly  treasure, 
fenter  and  "keep  my  heart. 

No.    150.  MONTGOMEBT. 

1  Forever  with  the  Lord  !  " 

Amen  !  so  let  it  be : 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word — 

'Tis  immortality. 
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2  Here  in  the  body  pent. 

Absent  from  Him,  I  roam. 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  "  Forever  with  the  Lord  !  " 

Father,  if  "tis  Tiiy  will. 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfill. 

4  So  when  my  latest  breath 

Shall  )-end  the  veil  in  twain, 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

5  Knowing  as  I  am  known. 

How  shall  I  love  that  word. 

And  oft  repeat  before  tlie  throne- 

"  Forever  with  the  Lord  ! " 

No.  151. 

1  Lord,  at  this  closing  houv. 

Establish  every  heart 
Upon  thy  word  of  truth  and  power, 
To  keep  us  when  we  part. 

2  Peace  to  our  bretliren  give; 

Fill  all  our  hearts  with  love  ; 
In  faith  and  patience  may  we  live, 
And  seek  our  rest  above. 

3  Through  changes  bright  or  drear, 

We  would  Thy  will  j-ursue  ; 
And  toil  to  spread  thy  kingdom  here. 
Till  we  its  glory  view. 
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After  the  Christian's  tears 127 
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Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 53 
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Brother  take  thy  cross  and  bear  it 15 

By  thy  birth  and  by  thy  tears 118 

Child  of  Sin  and  Sorrow 144 

Cling  close  to  the  Kock 35 

Close  to  Thee 10 

Come  every  soul  by  sin  oppress'd. . ..     67 

Come  Holy  Ghost 94 

Come  humble  sinner 120 

Come  O  come  with  Thy  broken 40 

Come  my  soul  thy  suit  prepare H7 

Come,  said  Jesus  sacred  Voice 90 

Come  thou  Almighty  King 138 

Come  thou  fount  of  every  blessing. . .     65 

Come,  'tis  the  hour  to  bow 130 

Come  to  Jesus 7 

Come  to  Jesus  to-day 7 

Come  unto  me  eabth's  weary  ones.  .  136 

Come  unto  Me 114 

Come  weary  wand'rer  to  the  dear 52 

Coronation 1 

Cross  .^nd  Crown 59 

Dear  Jesus  I  long  to  be  perfectly 33 

Dear  Saviour  all  I  think  or  do 84 

Dedham.    cm 147 

Dennis,    S.  M 53 

Depth  of  Meecy 85 

Evan.     CM 94 

Evening  Hymn 130 

EVEN^IE 13 

Fade,  fade  each  earthly  joy 36 

Fading  still  fading., 132 

Father  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 147 

Forest.    L.  M 97 

Forever  with  the  Lord 150 
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Full  of  sin  though  I  may  be 145 

Gathering  home 44 

Give  yourself  to  Jesus  wholly  ....     82 

Gloomy,  still  Gloomy 131 

Glory  to  God  on  high 139 

God  bless  our  native  laud 125 

God  loved  the  world  of  sinners  lost. .     23 

Hamburg.    L.  M 146 

Hear  us  from  Thy  throne  above 43 

Holley.     78 148 

Holy,  holy  Lord  God  Almighxt 103 

Home  of  the  Soul 29 

HoRTON.    7s 87 

How  bright  that  blessed  hope 14 

How  firm  a  foundation 134 

I  AM  COMING,  Lord 9 

I  am  coming  to  the  Cross 5 

I  AM  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND 135 

1  am  glad  that  I've  heard  about 4 

I  AM  PRAYING  FOR  YOU 68 

I  AM  TRUSTING  LORD  IN  THKE 5 

I  AM  WAITING  BY  THE  RIVER 72 

I  CHOOSE  TO  FOLLOW   JeSUS 129 

I  CLING  TO  ThEE : 81 

I  have  a  Saviour 68 

I  have  read  of  a  beautiful  city 142 

L  hear  the  Saviour  say 20 

I  hear  Thy  welcome  voice 9 

I  know  whatever  good  is  mine 133 

I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY 48 

I  SHALL  NOT  WANT 41 

I  WILL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEE 28 

I  will  sing  you  a  Song ....     29 

Immanuel's  Land  96 

i'm  kneeling  at  the  door 21 

I'm  kneeling  Lord  at  mercy's  gate. ..     21 

In  evil  long  I  took  delight 95 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 92 

In  the  house  of  my  Father  above 91 

In  THE  Mansions  OF  OUR  Father 99 

In  some  way  or  other  the  IjOrd  will. .     16 

In  THE  presence  of  the  King.   32 

In  the  silent  midnight  watches —  141 

Italian  Hymn 138 

Jesus  I  am  waiting  now 56 

Jesus  I  my  cross  have  takkn 105 

Jesus  is  here 25 

Jesus  is  mine 36 

Jesus  let  Thy  pitying  eye 106 

Jesus  LOVER  of  MY  Soul , 55 

Jesus  my  all 22 

Jesus  mt  Lord 38 
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Jestjs  of  Nazaeeth  passeth  by 

Jesus  then  I  know 

Jesus  Thy  name  I  love 

Jesus  ■vcili.  come 

Jesus  wilij  welcome  me 

Jesus  Saviour  liear  our  ci-y 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  Suu. . . 

Jesus  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 

Keep  on  pkaytng 

Laban.    S.  M 

Laud  ahead,  its  fruits  are  waving  . . . 

Lead  me  on 

Let  Jesus  weak  the  ceov.n  

Let  us  gather  up  the  suubeams 

Looking  unto  Jesus 

Long  my  spirit  piued  iu  sorrow 

Lord  at  this  closing  hour 

Lord  at  Thy  mercy  seat 

Lord  from  Thy  blessed  throne 

Lord  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessings. . 

Lord  'tis  sweet  to  mingle  where 

Lord  we  come  before  Thee  now 

Love  of  Jesus 

Manoah.    C.  M 

Make  koom  fok  Jesus 

More  love  to  Thee 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 

My  God  I  know  I  feel  Thee  mine 

My  soul  be  on  Thy  guard 

My  spirit  in  hoise  is  rejoicing 

Neaber  the  Cross 

Nettleton 

Nearer,  my  God  to  Thee 

No  NIGHT,  NO  TEARS 

Not  all  the  blood  ol  beasts 

Not  HALF  HAS  EVER  BEEN  TOLB 

Not  now  mt  Child 

Nothing  but  a  contrite  heart 

Nothing  but  leaves 

O  come  to  Jesus  now 

O  Holy  Saviour, 

O  land  of  rest  for  Thee  I  sigh 

O  Lord  my  weary  soul  sustain 

O  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep. . 

O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone 

O  the  beloved  City 

O  think  of  the  home  over  there 

O  thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows 
O  to  be  over  yonder, 

O  YE  that  ABE  WEARY 

Oh  eyes  that  are  weahy 

Oh  how  he  loves 

Oh  to  be  ready 

Olmutz.    S.  M 

One  there  is  above  all  others 

On  the  cross 

Onward  Christian  Soldiers ": 

Only  Trust  Him 

Pass  not  by 

People  of  the  living  God 

Portuguese  Hymn 

(128) 


Eathbun.    8fi  &  7s 

Rejoice  and  be  glad 

Rejoice,  rejoice  believers.  . . . 
Rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  Bock. 

Rest  pilgrim  rest.  . .     

Revive  us  .^gaik . .  ('2d  Hymn). . . 

Rockingham.    L.  M 

Rock  of  Ages 


Safe  within  the  vail 

Saviour  I  follow  on 

Saviour  when  in  dust  to  Thee 

Scatter  seeds  of  kindness 

Show  pity  Lord,  O  Lord  forgive 

Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time.. 

Spanish  Hymn 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day 

Stand  up  for  Jesus 

Staj'  thou  insulted  Spirit,  Stay 

Sun  of  my  Soul 

Take  thy  Cross 

Tell  me  more  about  Jesus 

The  blessed  Saviour  died  for  me 

The  gate  ajar  for  me 

The  harvest  is  passing 

The  home  over  there 

The  Lord  will  provide 

The  mansions  above 

The  morning  light  is  breaking 

The  rock  that  is  higher 

The  Bands  of  time  are  Wasting 

Thee,  Lord  our  God  alone 

There  is  a  Fountain  filled 

There  is  a  gate  that  stands  ajar 

There  is  a  Land 

There  is  no  love  like  the  love  of 

They're  gath'ring  homeward  from. .. 

Thine  eye  can  see 

Thine  forever 

Thou  my  everlasting  portion 

'Tis  sweet  to  think  as  night  comes  on. 

To  DAY 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls 

To  thee  most  holy  light 

Trav'ling  to  the  better  land 

Weary  not  my  brother 

We  praise  Thee  O  God.  .(2d  Hymn)... 

We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes 

We've  listed  in  a  holy  war 

What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus.  .. 

What  means  this  eager  anxious 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet. . . . 

Whatever  be  our  earthy  lot 

When  I  survey  the  wond'rous  cross.. 

When  my  sins  as  mountains  rise 

When  my  soul  within 

When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

While  Thee  I  seek  protecting  power. . 

Whiter  than  snow 

Why  not  tell  Jesus  all ^. 

Why,  sinner  why 

Why  stand  ye  here  idling  to-day 

Why  wilt  thou  not  relent 
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Abbott's  Commentaries— Matthew  and  Mark,  $2  50 

With  Notes,  Comments,  Maps,  and  Elustrations ;  also,  au  Introduction  to  tho 
study  of  the  New  Testameat,  a  condensed  Life  of  Christ,  and  a  Tabular  Harmony  of 
the  Gospels.    Trade  edition,  $2.50 ;  subscription  edition,  royal  8vo,  $3.50. 

Mark  a>J"d  Luke,  $3  00.      Acts  of  the  Apostles,  %rl  00 

With  Notes,  etc.,  as  above ;  also,  an  Introductioc  to  the  study,  a  Gazetteer, 
Chronological  Table,  etc. 

Ray  Palmer's  Poetical  Works, ^  oo 

An  exquisite  edition  of  the  complete  hymns  and  other  poetical  vrritings  of  the 
most  eminent  of  American  sacred  poets— aitthor  of  "  My  taith  looks  up  to  Thee." 

Dale  on  the  Atonement, •    •    •     ^  oo 

The  theory  and  fact  of  Christ's  atonement  profoundly  considered. 

The  Service  of  Song— Stacy i  so 

A  treatise  on  Singing,  in  public  and  private  devotion.  Its  history,  office,  and 
importance  considered. 

True  Success  in  Life— Palmer i  oo 

Earnest  words  for  the  young  who  are  just  about  to  meet  the  responsibilities  and 
temptations  of  mature  life. 

"Remember  Me"— Palmer i  so 

Preparation  for  the  Holy  Communion. 

Chrysostom,  or  the  Mouth  of  Gold— Johnson    i  oo 

An  entertaining  dramatic  sketch,  by  Rev.  Edwin  Johnson,  illustrating  the  life 
wid  times  of  St.  Chrysostom. 

The  Memorial  Pulpit— Robinson.    3  vols.,  each  i  50 

A  series  of  wide-awake  sermons  by  the  popular  pastor  of  the  Memorial  Presbj- 
terian  Cuurch,  New  York. 

Responsive  Worship— Budington go 

An  argument  in  favor  of  alternate  Scripture  reading  by  Pastor  and  Congregation. 

Lady  Willoughby i  oo 

The  diary  of  a  wife  and  mother.  An  historical  romance  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury.   At  once  beautiful  and  pathetic,  entertaining  and  instructive. 

Favorite  Hymns  Restored —  Gage     .    .    .    .    i  sv 

Most  of  the  standard  hymns  have  undergone  modification  or  abridfTnent  by  com- 
pilers, but  this  volume  contains  them  exactly  as  written  by  the  authors. 

Poets'  Gift  of  Consolation •    i  -^o 

A  beautiful  selection  of  poems  referring  to  the  death  of  children. 

The  Mosaic  Account  of  Creation i  ^''O 

The  Miracle  of  To-day ;  or  N<'\v  Witnesses  of  the  Oneness  of  Genesis  and  Science- 
With  Essays  on  the  Cause  and  Epoch  of  the  present  Inclination  of  the  Earth's  Axis, 
and  on  Cosmology.    .By  Charles  B.  Warring. 


